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bination of all that 
is fine in motor cars’ 

















Color 4 Nature abounds in beautiful 
and harmonious color com- 
binations. The birds, the flowers, the sunset 


skies, set perfect examples—and point the way 
to brilliant color schemes all in perfect taste. 


Yet what artistry is required in the selection 
of shades and tones to satisfy the modern 
vogue for color in motor cars! Packard has a 
special Board of Color made up of men of long 
experience and artistic judgment. These men 
create the standard color combinations which 
charm the eye in such wide variety on today’s 
Packard Six. And they advise on the special re- 





quirements of thosewlio buy the Packard Eight. 


Whether Six or Eight is your choice you may 
be as sure of the charm and good taste of the 
Packard’s color scheme as you are of its last- 
ing beauty. For Packard lavishes as much care 
and effort on the: unusual processes which 
preserve the car’s color and finish as upon 
the selection of the shades which will appeal 
to Packard’s discriminating clientele. 


Nothing finer is offered anywhere in the world 
than the enduring brilliance of Packard cars 
—long in life and long in beauty of lines 


and finish. 
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The knowing thing to do is to wear—not a 
special flying outfit—but the smartest 
sports clothes—whether you choose a flying 
limousine so that even your coiffure will be 
undisturbed, or a sportive little bus from 
the flying field of your estate, in which you 
can stunt all over the heavens. 
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L. BAMBERGER & CO. 


“« One of America’s Great Stores” Newark, N. J. 







Undoubtedly 
the play is the 
thing, but ~ 


w 


= yt is an important ally. 


, , In our stocks are 
A 4A& specialized models 
PY from “Keds” 
the newest thing 
in Scotch-made 
golf shoes, as well 
as sportive styles 
for general out- 
door wear. 
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Light on the Feet! 


- XPERIENCE the cool delight of 
a pair of WESCOTT soled sport 
shoes. Fee/ the difference. The extreme 
lightness of WESCOTT soles makes sport 
shoes real summer-weight shoes — they 
actually take a load off the feet. A resil- 
iency that gives the pleasant sensation 
of walking on moss. WESCOTT is also 
waterproof, slip-proof and long-wearing 
—the ideal sole for golf, tennis, yachting 
and hiking. Found on shoes of the bet- 
ter grade at leading shoe stores. 


These stores sell 
WESCOTT Soled Shoes: 
ABERCROMBIE & FiTCcH Co. 
A. De Pinna Co. 

B. ALTMAN & Co. 
Best & Co. 


BROWNING, KING & Co. 
1265 Broadway 547 Fulton Street 
16 Cooper Square 


LorD & TAYLOR 


NuNN-BusH STORES 
133 Nassau Street 
1462 Broadway 
RoGers-PEet Co. 


Saks & Co. 
Fifth Avenue Herald Square 


Its rippled surface 
and cotton fibre 
give it unusual 

tration 


UNITED SHOE MACHINERY CORPORATION, “Boston, Massachusetts 


WESCOTT SOLES 


THE SOLE OF QUALITY FOR SHOES OF DISTINCTION 
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THE NEW YORKER’S CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR OF EVENTS WORTH WHILE 


[FROM FRIDAY, JULY 15, TO FRIDAY, JULY 22, 


THE THEATRE 


(Unless otherwise noted, performances 
are promised for 2:30 and 8:30 p.m., and 
the midweek matinée is on Wednesday. 
E. and W. mean East and West of 
Broadway.) 

PLAYS 


Broapway — Murder and _ melodrama 
overlaid with bootleggers and the 
Bright Lights. BroapHurst, 44, W. 


CrimE—Bunk, but good bunk, about one 
of those super-criminals. Mat. 
Thurs. Times Square, 42, W. 


Her Carppoarp Lover—Jeanne Eagels 
and Leslie Howard adding lustre to 
a French farce. Empire, B’way at 


SATURDAY’S CHILDREN—who must work 
for their living and struggle for their 
happiness. Boorn, 45, W. 


Tue Barker—The Younger Generation 
revolts under a tent. With Walter 
Huston. Bittmore, 47, W. 

THE Constant Wire—Ethel Barry- 
more demonstrates how to deal with 
a wandering husband. Mats. Tues., 
Wed. and Thurs. only. Maxine 
Exuiott, 39, E. 


THE Piay’s THE THING—If it’s clever 
talk you want, here is satiety. Mats. 
Wed. and Thurs. only. HENRY 
MIL eEr’s, 43, E. 

TuHeE Roap to Rome—Jane Cowl as 
Hannibal’s reason for pausing by the 
wayside. PLayHouse, 48, E. 

THe Seconp Man—Clever talk and 


clever acting that should keep you 
amused. Mat. Thurs. Guitp, 52, W. 


Tue Sitver Corp—Mother Love in a 
north light. Mat. Thurs. JoHn 
Go.pEN, 58, E. 

THE Spip—ER—Vaudeville, murder and the 
audience mixed. Mat. Wed. and Sat. 
2:40 and 8:40 p.m. Music Box, 45, 
W. 


TommMy—Sweetness and moonlight. E - 
TINGE, 42, W. 





WITH MUSIC 


A NIGHT IN SpAIN—It isn’t Spain, but 
it’s a good revue. 44TH Street, 44, 
W. 


’ 
© 


1 
War 


BoTTOMLAND—Slightly below-par negro 
revue. Mat. Thurs. Princess, 39, E. 

GRAND STREET FoLttiges—The Broadway 
season in caricature. Mats. Tues. 
and Thurs. only. Litre, 44, W. 

Hit tHE Deck!—An excellent musical 
comedy with Louise Groody. Be- 
Lasco, 44, E. 

HoNEYMOON LANE—Love, pickles and 
music. With Eddie Dowling. Knick- 
ERBOCKER, B’way at 38. 

PapLocks oF 1927—Texas Guinan comes 
out in the open. SHUBERT, 44, W. 

Prccy-ANN—Helen Ford in a pleasant 
and well tuned musical comedy. 
VANDERBILT, 48, E. 

QueEN HicH—Mirth and melody de- 
rived from “A Pair of Sixes.” Am- 
BASSADOR, 49, W. 

Rio Rrira—Ada May, Bert Wheeler, and 
Mr. Ziegfeld’s pay-roll beauties. 
Mat. Thurs. 2:15 and 8:15 p.m. 
ZIEGFELD’S, 6 Ave. at 54. 

Tue Circus Princess—Operetta, circus 
and George Hassell well brought to- 
gether. Mat. Tues. WINTER Gar- 
DEN, B’way at 50. 

Tue Desert Sonc—Good music and 


singing vs. a poor plot. CAasINo, 
B’way at 39. 
Sunpay NicHtT Sacred CoNnceRT— 


Which, being translated, means vau- 
deville of uncertain quality. 8:30 
P.M. PALace, B’way at 47. 


ROOF GARDENS AND CABARETS 


ALAMAC Roor, B’way at 71.—A favorite 
for those who dine and dance up- 
town. 

Ampassapor, Park at 51.—Dancing dur- 
ing dinner in the Italian Garden. 
ARROWHEAD INN, Riverdale Ave. at 246. 
—After a short drive, a sandwich 

and dancing until one. 

Astor Roor, B’way at 44.—A cool and 
convenient place to go both before 
and after the theatre. 

BittmMore Cascapes, Vanderbilt at 43.— 
Bernie Cummins’ orchestra with 
Northway and Chiles eminently en- 
tertaining after the theatre. 

Bossert Marine Roor, 98 Montague St., 
Brooklyn.—A good view of the river 
from a ship’s deck. 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 6 


INCLUSIVE | 


CHATEAU Maprip, 231 W. 54.—Dave 
Bernie’s orchestra—under a_ roof 
when it rains. 

Cius Lipo, 7 Ave. at 52.—Jean Barry 
and John Holland dancing in a smart 
rendezvous.* 

CLius Montmartre, 205 W. 50.—Dan- 
cing in a civilized and pleasant at- 
mosphere.* 

ParK CENTRAL Horet, 7 Ave. at 56.— 
A new hotel roof that is cool and 


spacious with Lisbeth and _ Ro- 
mero dancing and Cass Hagan’s 
orchestra. 


Paropy Cus, B’way at 48.—The antics 
of Clayton, Jackson and Durante 
still amusing the multitudes. 

PaviLton Marcuery, 270 Park Ave.— 
Excellent music, a cool and roomy 
floor and the traditional Marguery 
food. 


PENNSYLVANIA Roor, 7 Ave. at 33.— 
Roger Wolfe Kahn’s orchestra play- 
ing fine dance music in a good old 
circus tent. 

Ritz Roor, Madison at 46.—Crowded 
with smart people during dinner 
time. 

SALON Royat, 310 W. 58.—Tommy Ly- 
man singing in a club legitimately 
open until the early hours of the 
morning. 


Texas GuINAN, 117 W. 48.—The Queen 


of night-club life ensures you a hec- 
tic evening. 

Wa porr Roor, 5 Ave. at 34.—Harry 
Leonard’s orchestra, a large and 
cool dance floor, and good food to 
boot. 

GREENWICH VILLAGE District—Coun- 
ty Fair, 54 E. 9, representative of 
the low couvert and jovial Village 
spirit. 

HarRLEM—Barron’s Exciusive Cuus, 7 
Ave. at 134; SmALL’s, across the 
street, and THe Nest, 169 West 
133, best choice for first visit. Go 
late and do not dress. 

Russian ATMOSPHERE—KAvVKAZ, B'way 
at 53, best exponent of cellar atmos- 
phere and Russian entertainment. 
Saturday nights the best. 

*Betrrer Dress (Particularly Saturdays). 
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Franklin Simon & Co. | 


cA Store of Individual Shops 


FirTH AVE., 37th and 38¥h Sts., NEw YORK 


A ‘TRADITION — 
‘Ohe Bride in White Satin 
and ‘Oulle, 


ANOTHER TRADITION — 


“Ohe Gown and ‘Orousseaux 
A 


il 


The Little 
PARIS SHOP 


Second ‘Hloor 
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[FROM FRIDAY, JULY 15, TO FRIDAY, JULY 22, INCLUSIVE] 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 4 


MOTION PICTURES 


(Unless otherwise noted, performances 
are daily and begin at 2:30 and 8:30 p.m. 
Sunday matinées at 3.) 


CAPTAIN SALVATION—With Lars Han- 
sen, Pauline Stark and Ernest Tor- 
rence, Thurs., July 21, and Fri., 
July 22. Continuous from 1 P.M. 
LeExiNGTON, Lexington at 51. 


SEVENTH HEAvEN—Charles Farrell and 
Janet Gaynor enact a tender tale. 
Harris, 42, W. of B’way. 

Sire Ketty Sitmwe—Baseball romance. 
Sat., July 16; Sun. July 17, and 
Mon., July 18. Continuous from 1 
p.M. LEXINGTON, Lexington at 51. 

Tue Bic ParapE—Beaucoup war. As- 
Tor, B’way at 45. 

Tue Way or ALL FLesH—Not Butler’s 
novel, but a chance for Emil Jan- 
nings te tug at your tear ducts. Con- 
tinuous from 10 a.m. RIALTO, B’way 
at 42. 

Tue Way To STRENGTH AND BEAUTY— 
A German picture. Opens Sat., July 
16. FirrH Ave. PLayuHouse, 5 Ave. 
at 12. 


The following are also recommended. 
Consult the daily papers to learn if they 
are showing and where: ; 


ALIAS THE DEaAcon, ANNIE LAURIE, 
CapTAIN SALVATION, CRADLE SNATCH- 
ERS, RESURRECTION, RUNNING WILD, 
SPECIAL DELIverRy, and WeppING BILL$. 


ART 
SUMMER EXHIBITIONS 


AMERICAN PAINTINGS AND WATER 
CoLors—Bascock, open weekdays, 9 
A.M. to 5 p.M., 19 E. 49; MacBetTH, 
open weekdays, 9 a.m. to 5 p.M., 15 
E. 57; New Art CIRCLE, open week- 
days, 1 to 5 p.m. and Sat. 10 a.m. 
to 1 p.m., 35 W. 57. 


FRENCH PAINTINGS — Impressionists: 
DuRAND-RUEL, open weekdays, 9 
A.M. to 4 p.M., 12 E. 57; Moderns: 
REINHARDT, open weekdays, 9 A.M. 
to 5 p.m., 5 Ave. at 57. 

O’Keerre—Summer exhibition of flower 
paintings. BrooKLyN Museum, 





open weekdays, 10 a.m. to 5 P.M.; 
Sat. 10 a.M. to 6 p.m. and Sun. 2 to 
6 p.M., Eastern Parkway, Brooklyn. 


MUSIC 


GoLtpMAN Banp—Continues in the great 
outdoors. Mon., Wed., Fri., and 
Sun. Eves., MALL, CENTRAL Park. 
Tues., Thurs., and Sat. Eves., 
Campus, N.Y.U. Concerts start at 
8:30 P.M. 


StapIuUM ConcerTs—Van Hoogstraten 
and the Philharmonic Orchestra. 
Nightly, at 8:30. LEWISOHN 
StapiuM, Amsterdam at 136. Take 
Bus No. 3. 

STARLIGHT ParK Opera—“Traviata.” 
Thurs. Eve., July 21, at 8:15. Bronx 
River at 177. Take Bronx Pk. Sub- 
way and get off at Tremont Ave. 


SPORTS 


BASEBALL — PROFESSIONAL—CINCIN NATI 
vs. Grants, Fri., July 15, at 3:30 
p.M. CuHicace vs. GIANTS, Sat., July 
16, and Sun., July 17, at 3 p.m.; and 
Mon., July 18; Tues., July 19; 
Wed., July 20, at 3:30 p.m. Sr. 
Louis vs. Giants, Thurs., July 21, 
and Fri., July 22, at 3:30 p.m. PoLo 
Grounps, 8 Ave. at 157. Take 6 or 
9 Ave. “L,” or Bus No. 3. 


Box1nc—DEmpsEyY vs. SHARKEY, Heavy- 
weight match. The victor to fight 
Tunney, they say. Thurs., July 21, 
at 10 p.m. Preliminary bouts start 
at 8:15 p.m. YANKEE STADIUM, 
Grand Ave. at 161. Take 6 or 9 
Ave. “L,” or Jerome Ave. Subway. 

Go_tr — GREENWICH C.C. INVITATION 
TouRNAMENT — Last two days. 
Fri., July 15, and Sat., July 16. Play 
8:30 a.m. until dark. GREENWICH, 
Conn. 

Potro — Rockaway Huntinc CLuB 
TouRNAMENT — Last two days of 
some excellent matches, Fri., July 
15, and Sat., July 16, at 4:45 p.m. 
CreparHurst, L.I. 

AMERICAN INTERNATIONAL POoLo 
TEAM Practice—According to pres- 
ent plan, the series of test matches 
will be continued throughout July 
at various Long Island fields. See 
daily papers for further schedule. 


ENGLISH INTERNATIONAL Poo 
TEAM Practice—Continues through 
the week beginning Fri., July 15, 
See daily papers for further schedule. 
WESTCHESTER-BiLTMORE C.C., Rye, 
N.Y. 

ExuHiBiTIon GAMES—BRITISH IN- 
TERNATIONAL Cup PLAYERS Vs, 
Meapow’ Brook  PLayvers—Fol- 
lowed by the Indian Cavalry’s dar- 
ing tent-pegging rodeo. Sat., July 
16, at 3:30 p.m. Trains leave Grand 
Central Station at 1:57 and 2:30 
P.M. (D.S.T.). WESTCHESTER-BILT- 
MORE C.C., Rye, N.Y. 

Racinc—EmpireE City—Last chance be- 
fore Saratoga. Weekdays at 2:30 
p.M. Special trains leave Grand Cen- 
tral, weekdays, at 1:30 p.m., Sat. at 
1:20 and 1:39 p.m. (p.s.T.). Mr. 
Vernon, N.Y. 

TENNIS—WoMEN’S INVITATION Tour- 
NAMENT—Week beginning Mon., 
July 18. Play 10 a.m. till dark. 
Marpston_E C.C., Easthampton, L.I. 

YACHTING—LARCHMONT Race WEEK— 
Week beginning Sat., July 16. 
LARCHMONT, N.Y. 


ON THE AIR 


DeEMPSEY-SHARKEY FiGHT—WEAF and 
WJZ, Thurs. Eve., July 21, at 9:30. 

GoLpMAN BAND—WEAF, Sat. Eve., 
July 16, and Mon. Eve., July 18, at 
8:30. WNYC, Wed. Eve., July 20, 
at 8:30. 

PauL ALTHOUSE—American tenor. 
water Kent Hour, WEAF, 
Eve., July 17, at 9:15. 

Stap1umM Concerts—Van Hoogstraten 
conducting the Philharmonic Orches- 
tra. WJZ, Sun. Eve., July 17, and 
Thurs. Eve., July 21, at 8:30. 


At- 


Sun. 


OTHER EVENTS 


GERTRUDE LAwrENCE—Opening in a 
tabloid “Charlot’s Revue,” Sat., 
July 16, at 1:30, 3:40, 7:30, and 
9:45 p.m. Paul Whiteman and his 
orchestra close the day before, Fri., 
July 15. Paramount, B’way at 43. 

The weekly recitals of the Rockefeller 
Memorial Carillon of the Park Ave- 
nue Baptist Church have been 
changed from Wednesday afternoon 
to Saturday at 3:30 p.m. 
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Warnings 
against neglect 


Your dentist and your doctor are con- 
stantly warning you against neglect. 


Your financial health will bear even 
greater vigilance because symptoms 
of trouble are more difficult to detect 
without the aid of expert advice. 


Keep fit financially— 
Read the column at the right. 


THE EQUITABLE 
TRUST COMPANY 


OF NEW YORK 
37 WALL STREET 


Madison Avenue at 45th Street 247 Broadway 
Madison Avenue at 28th Street 


District Representatives: 
PHILADELPHIA: BALTIMORE + ATLANTA*+ SAN FRANCISCO + CHICAGO 


LONDON . PARIS . MEXICO CITY 
Total resources more than $500,000,000 
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Examine your 
financial health 


Men readily submit to physical examina- 
tion to assure themselves that their health 
is not being endangered through neglect. 
Financial health is next in importance. 
Why neglect it? 


1. Have you asked your bank to check 
your security holdings and to advise you as 
to their latest investment rating and suit- 
ability to your needs; also have you asked 
your bank, from a knowledge of your 
present holdings and circumstances, to 
recommend advantageous future invest- 
ments? 

If not, put a check in this square 
and you will receive the Equitable [| 
Investment Memorandum, which 
outlines a plan that will enable us intelli- 
gently to suggest from the present market 
those bonds offering distinct advantages 
to you. 


2. Have you taken out ample life in- 
surance to keep your family from want, 
should you die suddenly or become per- 
manently incapacitated, and have you 
given careful thought to how your in- 
surance will be paid? 

If not, put a check in this square 
and you will receive a copy of our [ | 
booklet, “J’/1 Make Assurance 
Double Sure.” It tells how, through a life 
insurance trust, you may materially in- 
crease the net amount of your estate. Ask 
your insurance agent about it, too. 


3. Have you protected your estate by 
making a will and appointing a trust 
company executor-trustee? 

If not, put a check in this square 
and you will receive a copy of the [| 
Equitable Will Memorandum and 
our booklet, How to Protect Your Estate 
and Your Family. The Will Memorandum 
is a simple form which, when filled out, 
will give your lawyer the information he 
needs in drawing your will. 


4. Have you arranged to have your 
bank assume responsibility for the prompt 
collection of interest on bonds, prompt 
collection and reinvestment of matured 
principal and in other ways insure you 
against possible losses through personal 
neglect? 

If not, put a check in this square 
and you will receive our booklet [| 
explaining the advantages of The 
Safe-Keeping Account. For a negligible 
charge you may avoid the burden of detail 
and risk of serious losses. This is a particu- 
larly popular service with travelers. 


Tear off this column and mail it to the near- 
est office of The Equitable Trust Company of 


New York. 2 
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perugia sends to 


saks-fifth avenue 


exclusively 


--- his distinctively modern 
handbag --- of ferricuir lizard 
--- tinted in the most delicate 
pastel colourings---height- 
ened with a gleam Of gold or 
silver 


---and saks-fifth avenue com- 
plements it with a distinguished * 
evening sandal --- the most 
significant entente of the season. 


perugia’s handbag, 48.50 


saks-fifth avenue 
sandals. — 27.50 


fourth floor 
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THE TALK 


Notes and Comment 


HE amity of nations topples, 

we discover by reading the 

papers, at the slightest whim of 
the aviators. France, so lately clasped 
to the American bosom in common 
love for the young man Lindbergh, 
has withdrawn in bitter mood because 
one of her native pilots has agreed to 
fly our Mr. Levine back home in a 
plane not made in France. The 
ambassador without portfolio has been 
forgotten for the ambassador with 
jack. But the French people, merry 
at heart, should find solace in this: 
that it is something of an achievement 
to send one of their birdmen winging 
across the sea with our Mr. Levine, 





merely because he is the first real 
clown-hero we ever have heard of. 


HAT reminds us that the Prince 
of Wales is on his way to Amer- 
ica and, as far as we have been able 
to learn, is mot flying here. His failure 
to take the air route is, to our notion, 
the greatest blow this country has sus- 
tained in our lifetime. Were the 
handsome Prince to step out on our 
shores from a silver monoplane, it 
would unquestionably be the beginning 
of the greatest era of international 
good will and Long Island house 
rties the western world had ever 
known. 


| URING the hot weather, our 
proposals for civic reforms will 
less sweeping. The first plank in 


the warm-weather platform is shorter 
hair for Salvation Army lassies. ‘This 
notion came to us suddenly one night 
as we stood, knee-deep in Seventh 
Avenue, listening to a tambourine 
hymn, our soul hanging this-way-and- 


al 


that-way between salvation and hell. 
For a moment it seemed as though 
the hosts of Light were going to pre- 
vail; our soul trembled, and needed 
only one little impulse to put it across 
safely on the side of righteousness. Just 
as it started to tumble, however, we 
caught a glimpse of the back of the 
singer’s neck, with that round bundle 
of hair (like a catbird’s nest) wedged 
into the special alcove reserved for it 
in the bonnet. We walked away, and 
descended into the subway, and per- 
dition. 


E are pleased to see that the 

Graphic, an evening tabloid 
newspaper, has been found not guilty 
of charges brought by the Society for 
the Suppression of Vice. This comes 
under what is playfully called “the 
freedom of the press.” Our reason 
for being pleased is simple: were the 





Graphic held amenable to vice in- 
spectors and the penal code, it might 
achieve a moral tone, but it would 
become dull. Dullness is more per- 


OF THE TOWN 


nicious than anything, we think, in- 
cluding obscenity. 


HE Jews in New York, of whom 

there are a great number, have 
been busy this week forgiving Henry 
Ford for his former anti-Semitic at- 
titude. Forgiveness takes time from 
office hours and must have incon- 
venienced countless people. Whatever 
quality Mr. Ford has that enabled him 
to make his money, it did not help 
to make him wise in_ sociological 
matters. 

Our theory is that when he bought a 
publication and decided to become a 
Leader of Thought he chose his anti- 
Jew platform in the way that a young 
girl chooses a bonbon, and he thought 
nothing more about it until it gave 





him indigestion—when he regretted 
his choice. Furthermore, we have 
often seen instances in which a man’s 
wealth was greater than his intelli- 
gence, 


Eyes 


ITH hardly so much as a fan- 

fare one of our most noted 
motion-picture stars slipped in and out 
of our midst recently. We refer to 
Bernard, otherwise Ben Turpin, the 
gentleman who has risen to a place 
amdéng the cinema’s great through his 
somewhat less than soulful eyes. Mr. 
Turpin was in Atlantic City to attend 
a convention of one of the many 
lodges of which he is a loyal member 
and after the sessions ended came up 
here for a visit. His biography differs 
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from that of the average movie star 
but is not lacking in interest. He did 
not, of course, begin life as a ball- 
room dancer. His eyes have been awry 
from the very start and for a time 
they interfered somewhat with his 
career. For instance, when he was a 
professional taffy-puller at county 
fairs awe-stricken spectators often be- 
came confused with regard to the 
direction in which he was looking and 
became entangled in the confection 
he was tossing about. 

Incidents of the sort annoyed his 
employers and he finally sought an- 
other field. He tried vaudeville at $20 
a week for a time. He landed in 
Chicago when the movies were mak- 
ing that city their headquarters and 
caught on in the new industry as a 
janitor in one of the studios. There, 
each day, he swept the dust upon which 
the great had trod. He was pleasant 
and he was reliable and he held the 
post for a long time. 

One day a comedian failed to arrive 
for the filming of a script. The direc- 
tor was desperate. As he was pacing 
the floor in desperation Turpin popped 
into the room with his broom. The 
assembled actors burst into laughter. 
That was enough for the director and 
Mr. Turpin at that moment became 
a screen actor. Later he became a 
$3,000-a-week star. 

Few of his public saw Mr. Turpin 
on his New York visit. Despite his 
affluence he stayed at an unpretentious 
hotel in the Forties with his wife (his 
third), chose the subways instead of 
taxis, and his biggest party was a trip 
around the Island on a sight-seeing 
steamer. He also took in Chinatown 
and the Bowery. 

He went to a Cunard pier to wave 
farewell to a departing friend and 
there he was recognized. The photog- 
raphers pounced on him and asked him 
to pose. They wanted his most fa- 
mous expression, the one in which he 
twists his right eye so that the pupil 
vanishes entirely. He obliged, but be- 
fore the cameras clicked he walked off. 
It seems the pose is most difficult and 
that he can hold it only four minutes. 
This explained to them, the photog- 
raphers apologized for the delay and 
asked a second chance. “All right,” 
he told them, “but no more fooling 
around. It’s too much like working.” 


Heirloom 
GENTLEMAN who gets about 


in Newport tells us that a prom- 






inent family there has been for a long 
time torn between the necessity of sell- 
ing a $50,000 tapestry or allowing it 
to lie in the attic. It seems there was 
no show place in the house for it, be- 
cause the walls were well covered with 
valuable tapestries, all heirlooms. It 
was finally decided, for sentimental 
reasons, not to sell the surplus one. 
Then someone had a bright idea. The 
tapestry is being made into a $50,000 
awning and will glorify one end of 
the family porch. 


Hegira 


T is true, although probably not 

everyone realizes it, that New York 
is an important centre for the gypsies. 
For many of them the city is their 
winter quarters, and the number must 
be increasing, since we have noticed 
in recent years that they have broken 
through the boundaries of their old 
haunts—the Balkan region that cen- 
tres around Avenue A and the first 
four numbered streets—and spread 
into the lower East Side. 

In the winter their strange lairs 
may easily be found. They will have 
none of cliff-dwelling. They rent 
basements and empty ground-floor 
shoprooms, carpet the floors and hang 
gay draperies, usually somewhat faded, 
in the windows to shield them from 
the public gaze. Most of them are 
from the Balkans—Bulgaria and Rou- 






mania—although a few hail from 
Hungary, Poland and Russia. 

The women are always picturesque, 
the younger ones often beautiful, but 
even the old crones attract attention. 
They dress in the brightest colors. 
There is invariably a head-covering, 
usually of silk. They wear bright 
bodices and gay skirts. The latter are 
never worn singly, by the way. Gen- 
erally there are three or four. Some- 
times there seem to be a dozen. And 
always there are trinkets, anything 
from an old coin to a bit of cheap 
jewelry, strung to a necklace so that 
there will be a jingle with the wearer’s 
every step. 

In the metropolitan winters the men 
do little. ‘The women earn the rental 
by fortune telling. Some of them go 
from house to house while others turn 
the cards in their dens. It is not un- 
common to see limousines lined up in 
front of some of the curtained-off 
shop fronts in Grand and Broome 
streets. The shrewd crones, with deep, 
black wrinkles, which give them a 


mysterious appearance, earn as high as 
$75 a day. 


HE first touch of summer finds 
them climbing out of their winter 
quarters and swarming the East Side 
streets just to be on the go. Then 
suddenly they disappear. (Their de- 


parture was late this year because of 
the weather, but they are all gone 
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now.) They spend the summers rov- 
ing. That’s when the men get busy. 
Once they were horse-traders, but 
now, keeping abreast of the times, 
they swap automobiles. The women 
weave baskets and tell fortunes. And 
both make money largely because they 
have a psychological advantage. In 
the provinces there is still considerable 
fear of “the gypsy curse.” 


Law-Abiding 


E learn of the plight of a gen- 
tleman who wandered about the 
streets of one of the cities on the 
Jersey shore of an evening last week 
in quest of a saloon in which on a 
previous occasion he had tasted genuine 
beer. He searched in vain for he had 
been unable to spot a landmark. 
Finally he accosted a policeman, but 
the latter could name him no place in 
that vicinity where the beer was, as he 
called it, anything much. The gentle- 
man had come a long way and he 
didn’t intend to give up. “It wasn’t 
tar from here,” he insisted. ‘The 
trouble is I don’t remember the street 
ry well—it was three o’clock in the 
morning.” The officer made a gesture 
finality. 3 
“Couldn’t have been this town, 
brother,” he said, “the government 
kes all the speakeasies close at mid- 
light here, and, believe me, they all 
v the law.” . 





Van Hoogstraten 


NE of the institutions of New 

York’s summers is Willem Van 
Hoogstraten, who conducts the con- 
certs at the Lewisohn Stadium. He 
has been waving his wand at the Phil- 
harmonic Orchestra for five years now 
and, while eminent guest conductors 
from points East and West have come 
to relieve him for some of the eight 
weeks of concerts, his following has 
never threatened to desert him for 
other idols. He is “Willy” to the 
Stadium fans, and no visiting maestro 
can change that. 

In the winters, Mr. Van Hoog- 
straten conducts the Portland, Ore., 
Symphony Orchestra, which he has 
built up from an experiment to an in- 
stitution. He used to take a brief va- 
cation from the Stadium to jump to 
Los Angeles for a few concerts in the 
Hollywood Bowl, but this season he 
has decided not to commute to Cali- 
fornia. In the last four years, how- 
ever, he probably has paid more mile- 
age than any other living orchestral 
director. 

Mr. Van Hoogstraten was born in 
Holland, but he has become an Amer- 
ican citizen, and occasionally in Eu- 
rope he is described as “the famous 
American conductor.” It is said that 
when he first came here his calling 
cards read “Van Hoogstraaten,” but a 
careless press agent (not Mr. Van 
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Hoogstraten’s, for he never has had a 
personal public relations counsel) 
dropped an “a.” That is how he got 
his name. 

When Mr. Van Hoogstraten made 
his first American visit, it was as the 
husband of Elly Ney, the eminent 
pianist. His fairest hope then was to 
appear as a violinist in sonata recitals 
with his wife. Before this could be 
arranged, he had an opportunity to 
conduct the Philharmonic Orchestra 
and he has not yet played in that sonata 
recital. 


HE Stadium conductor lives in a 

hotel near the Stadium now, al- 
though in the days when his commuting 
habit was more firmly entrenched, he 
lived in Lawrence, L.I. He rehearses 
three or four mornings a week, and 
many of his afternoons are also de- 
voted to music. The preparation of 
forty different programs requires study. 
A good deal of spare time goes to young 
composers and performers, who never 
seem to bore him. He likes movies and 
tricky jazz bands, and a minor ambi- 
tion will be realized this summer when 
he conducts George Gershwin’s 
“Rhapsody in Blue” and Piano Con- 
certo at the Stadium. He believes 
music is not for specialists but for 
everybody, and he likes to discover 
what “everybody” thinks. His person- 
al guests at the Stadium frequently 
are elevator starters, soda dispensers 
and other professional men with 
whom he has come casually in contact. 


Inefficiency 
E learn of a gentleman who 
worked his way to a box-office 
window on a recent night, and asked 
for two in the orchestra, no farther 
back than the eighth row. The box- 
office man was gentle but firm. 
“Nothing left at all tonight, sir,” he 
said. “Every seat in the house is sold.” 
“Damn bad management, I call it,” 
said the gentleman, and stalked in- 
dignantly away. 


India House 
E HAVE just been down at 


India House, and we can easily 
believe that this institution—mislead- 
ingly named, insomuch as the associa- 
tion has no more to do with India 
than with any other foreign place— 
has become the Mecca of interior dec- 
orators and ship-model enthusiasts. If 
its collection of models and prints of 










were 
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boats was worth a million when Wil- 
lard Straight founded the place in 
1914 (ten years, it should be noted, be- 
fore the present craze for ship stuff 
started) it is worth five million now. 

Straight founded India House in 
part romantically; he wanted to bring 
back to foreign trade something of 
the spirit of the clipper-ship days. 
More especially, however, he founded 
it for the very practical purpose of 
giving people who were interested in 
foreign trade a common meeting- 
place. Consuls and army and navy 
people, for instance, are automatically 
members when in town. 


5 yw building stands on Hanover 
Square, which in Dutch times was 
on the East River, but which is now 
two blocks inland. Captain Kidd lived 
at 56 Wall Street, which is not far 
off, and was a friend of Bayard, who 
used the Hanover Square house as a 
residence during the sixteen and seven- 
teen hundreds. It was built in 1660, 
and was rebuilt in 1837 as is. 

It is a spacious building, filling the 
whole of the south side of the square. 
You go in—if you are allowed—leav- 
ing the overpowering Elevated behind 
you, and find yourself immersed in 
atmosphere. A little Japanese god of 
luck, which Perry brought back on his 
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famous trip, greets you, while beyond, 
above and behind, in infinite profu- 
sion, hangs the magnificent collection 
of prints and ship models. Boats fill 
the house to the top floor, where are 
meeting-rooms for directors, diners 
and sea captains. The walls are cream 
and the woodwork is white. On the 
landing above the second floor is the 
figurehead of the Glory of the Seas, 
one of a famous line of clippers built 
by Donald McKay and captained by 
an old sea-dog named Farrell, the 
father of the present president of this 
same India House, Mr. Farrell of the 
Steel Corporation. 

There is a model of a modern Stan- 
dard Oil tanker, and a model of a 
Portuguese man-of-war that has lasted 
two hundred and fifty years; and 
there are thousands of other models, 
including the working model of the 
Royal Sovereign, which was com- 
manded by Admiral Collingwood at 
the battle of Trafalgar—all well 


worth seeing. 


Cautious 


HE most exclusive jewelry shop 
in the city seems to be, not, as you 
might suspect, on Fifth Avenue, but 
at the corner of Sixth Avenue and 
Thirty-ninth Street. The proprietor 


“Rather a distance to commute, I’m afraid.” 
“Commute? 


Commute? Why, my 


friend, you can step into a train at Grand Central, and be whisked 
out here in an hour and fifty minutes!” 
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unlocks the door, by means of a hidden 
push button, if he is satisfied with your 
appearance. Similarly, the door must 
be unlocked when you leave. What 
would happen if a prominent and 
well-dressed gunman were unfortu- 
nately locked inside is left a bit un- 
certain. 


Riche 


T is, it seems, more difficult to be- 

come accustomed to great wealth 
than most persons would suspect. Of 
late we have been hearing of a gentle- 
man who, a twelvemonth ago, married 
one of the wealthiest widows of the 
land, thereby radically changing his 
estate. The first anniversary of the 
wedding came the other day and the 
husband called at the jeweller’s to get 
a present for his wife. He had finally 
decided upon a bracelet at $56,000, 
and was about to leave the store with it 
when one of the salesmen appeared 
with another offering. “Here,” he 
said, “is something you might like 
better. It’s sixty-two thousand.” The 
new offering gave the gentleman 
pause and, after further consideration, 
he said he would show them both to 
his wife and let her decide. This he 
did, and the lady’s decision was a 
rather natural one under the circum- 
stances. She chose them both. 


T was this gentleman who, in Eu- 
rope on the honeymoon, dropped in 

to a gallery and purchased a tapestry 
for $17,000. The next day when he 
took his bride to view the purchase 
the dealer remarked that another con- 
noisseur had dropped in, admired the 
article and offered $20,000 for it. 
The prospect of making three thous- 
and dollars in twenty-four hours was 
almost too much for the bridegroom 
and he was on the verge of selling 
when his wife called him aside. 

“Tf you really like it, keep it,” she 
said. “You must realize that our in- 
come is several times three thousand 
dollars a day.” 


Phenomena 


ROM time to time we have heard 

of people set apart by the fact that 
they have never done something or 
other which is the common experience 
of the mass of mortals; and this week 
we met a lady whose interest in the 
subject has led her to investigation. She 
supplied us with the name of a lady 
who, she avows, has never ridden on 
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the subway and of a gentleman who, 
until a few weeks ago, had never seen 
a moving picture. The former is 
Mrs. Roderick Tower, now in Paris. 
Although she has spent most of her 
life in New York, Paris and London 
she has never ridden on an _ under- 
ground. The latter is Mr. Eustace 
Seligman, the lawyer, who (motion- 
picture industry please note) finally 
was persuaded to break down and go 
to the movies to see “Chang,” the 
jungle film. 


The Flahertys 


“TSHE latest news of the factual 
film industry is that Mr. Robert 

J. Flaherty, of “Nanook” and “Mo- 
1a” fame, has at last succumbed, 

mewhat reluctantly we judge, to the 

utches of Hollywood, and is there 

ow to film O’Brien’s “White 
Shadows in the South Seas.” John 
Colton is to write the story on which 
> movie will be based, which marks 


another revolution for Mr. Flaherty, 
who has heretofore stood out against 


superimposed plots. The picture 
should be completed in five months or 
less if all goes well and Tahiti will 
form the background for all the 
photography that cannot be accom- 
plished in Hollywood. 


T is for his recently completed film 

of New York that all of Mr. 
Flaherty’s ingratiating enthusiasm is 
expressed, however. One who has 
seen the pre-views of the picture 
tells us about it. It is but three 
reels long and there is no narrative. 
The city is first shown through the 
eyes of a stranger who approaches by 
the dark railway tunnel and_ the 
Grand Central, and from then on the 
mass of buildings, the great peaks of 
the skyline, are piled up to emphasize 
the bulk of the material city and con- 
trast it with the mere human beings, 
who are seen as distant ants in per- 
petual motion. Much of the photog- 
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“Theyre discussing 
sex—isn’t that cute?” 


raphy was done from great heights and 
through the entire film runs the theme 
of smoke—clouds, plumes, drifts of 
smoke—the breath of the monster 
city. 

The New York picture will be 
released through Pathé in the fall, but 
it has been financed by the Pictorial 
Clubs, an organization in which Mrs. 
Ada de Acosta Root and Colonel 
Henry Breckinridge, with their busi- 
ness manager, Mr. Pearmain, are the 
moving forces. 

Mrs. Flaherty, who helped her hus- 
band with the Samoan film, “Moana,” 
is soon to be a producer in her own 
right while Mr. Flaherty is making 
“White Shadows.” She has just left 
for New Mexico with David Flaherty, 
her husband’s brother, to take a Pueblo 
Indian picture for the Eastman Com- 
pany. This organization is starting to 
make fifty films or so to be tried out in 
various schools with the idea of testing 
the educational value of the cinema. 


—TuHe New YorKERS 
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OF ALL THINGS 


VERY time we see a picture of 

our Chief Executive in rough- 

rider costume we are struck 
anew by the remarkable lack of simi- 
larity between him and Buffalo Bill. 
Somehow His Excellency always man- 
ages to look exactly like a person from 
Northampton, Massachusetts. 


We are beginning to suspect that 
the site of the summer White House 
was chosen for photographic rather 
than geographic reasons. We refer, 
of course, to South Dakodak. 

. 

For the third time Europeans have 
paid cordial tribute to our prowess in 
aviation. ‘They now seem disposed to 


forgive us for lending them money 
and to let the debt past bury its debt. 


Three generals are running for 
president in Mexico. If the voters are 
wise they will run for cover. 


Three Button Gwinnett autographs 


“What! Have more children? 


have been found in England. If we 
were a captain of this industry we 
should begin to worry about overpro- 


duction. 
® 


Dr. Bowie of Grace Church says 
it is wrong to sneer at those in author- 
ity. After this our slogan must be 
“chagrin and bear it.” 


Pleasure-loving people in this re- 
gion have taken up the practice of sit- 
ting on flagpoles. It isn’t much of a 
sport, but it keeps them up in the open 


air. 
* 


New York is to have a twenty-eight 
story motor hotel. We wonder 
whether the management will ever 
find anybody haughty enough to be 


night clerk. 
. 


Arkansas flood sufferers, facing 
starvation, ask whether the American 
People has forgotten them. In reply 
will state that the A. P. is interested 
in flights, not plights. 











THE UPPER CRUST 
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It is now reported that, despite or- 
ders from the Main Guy, the Fascisti 
have split into two violent factions, 
The great, as you might say, Faschism. 


An Oberlin professor proposes that 
some small city be bombarded with 
tear gas to prove that this is a humane 
and kindly form of warfare. We 
cast our twenty-four votes for Herrin, 


Illinois. 
e 


At last Fall and Doheny are to be 
tried for bribery. We expect to find 
that the famous black bag has turned 
completely gray. 

. 

In spite of all the absentees, the 
Fourth of July was pretty noisy in this 
town. At times the din was so great 
that one could not hear the war in the 
Calvary Baptist Church. 

—Howarp BrRuBAKER 


+ * 
HONOR 2 TEXAS PREACHERS WITH SIN- 


NER PARTIES.—Headline in Toledo 
(Ohio) Blade. 


We all need a change every once in 


a while. 


I don’t see how we can afford it.” 
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THE NEW YORKER 
THEY WERE 


HE outrider of American 
aviation was not, as seems to be 
the popular impres- 
sion, either of the illustrious 
Wright brothers of Dayton, 
O., but Charles F. Durant, 
of New York City. He was, 
if you will consult the some- 
what obscured archives, the 
first American to fly a bal- 
loon, and if you are inter- 
ested in the finer things you 
will note, too, that he was 
perhaps the only aeronaut in all his- 
tory who featured each ascent with 
the composition of a poem, copies of 
which he tossed dramatically from his 
basket as he dared the clouds. 
Durant was born as long ago as 
1805 and came first to metropolitan 
attention with a somewhat windy 
treatise on “The Algae and Corallines 
of the Bay and Harbor of New 
York,” which, if you will take our 
word, you need not read. When he 
was twenty-three he became so inter- 
ested in balloons that he set out for 
Paris, where he lived for two years, 
studying with Eugene Robertson, the 
celebrated French aeronaut of the 
time. 


He returned in the summer of 
1830 and proceeded quietly to manu- 
facture his own vehicle out of six 
hundred yards of China silk. When 
he advertised that on September 9 he 
would make a “grand aerostatic ascen- 
sion” there was the laughter that 
greets all avant-coureurs, but when, on 
that afternoon, he pumped the big bag 
full of ten thousand feet of hydrogen 
gas, some thirty thousand curious folk 
gathered at Castle Garden, on the 
Battery, to see what would happen. At 
5:20 the ropes were cut and Durant 
was off. 

And as he rose there fluttered in his 
wake neatly printed copies of “The 
Aeronaut’s Address.” Its six verses 
are too many for these pages, but it 
began rather disappointingly, we think, 
in this wise: 


“Goodbye to you, people of the earth, 
[ am soaring to regions above you; 

But much that I know of your worth 
Will ever induce me to love you.” 


One hour and twenty minutes later 
the first flight of an American came 
to an end, without mishap, at South 
Amboy, N.J. Durant hopped out and 
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dispatched carrier pigeons to inform a 
waiting metropolis of his success. 
However, he beat his pigeons 
back, thanks to the sprightly 
S.S. Thistle. New York 
promptly lionized him. He 
did not, however, in spite of 
his social success, desert his 
career, for it was no later 
than September 22 when he 
made his second flight, this 
time distributing from the 
sky his second poem, en- 
titled “Mr. Durant’s Adieu” and be- 
ginning: 


“A brief farewell to one and all, 
I can no more delay; 
This huge, distended silken ball 


Must bear me hence away.” 


It did not bear him very far hence, 
to be sure, for he landed with a bump 
that ended his 1830 season, two miles 
from Hackensack. He came out again 
the following spring, however, and 
ran his ascensions to twelve before his 
retirement in 1834, visiting Albany, 
Baltimore and Boston for demonstra- 
tions of his skill. Once he descended 
rather precipitously in the water be- 
tween Governor’s Island and Staten 
Island and was rescued by a rowboat. 
On another occasion he attempted to 
use “horsepower machinery” to direct 
his course, but without much success. 


After his retirement he operated a 
candy store on Water Street, but the 
pioneering spirit caught him up again 
and he bought a New Jersey farm and 
tried to raise silkworms. The project 
failed, although he won a medal from 
the American Institute for his efforts. 
His last bid for a place in the public 
eye came when he took to crusading 
against spiritualists with the zeal of a 
Houdini and led in the exposé of the 
Fox Sisters, the first of the sensational 
mediums. 


HERE are so many picturesque 

figures in the Wall Street of to- 
day that each loses lustre in the bright- 
ness of the others. But there was a 
time when there was only one, and he 
the first. 


A hundred years ago the name 
of Nathaniel Prime was the one 
to be reckoned with, and it hung on a 
little board sign from 42 Wall Street, 
where he fussed and fumed and wor- 
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ried such bulls and bears as there were 
in a market which today would rattle 
around in a single ticker basket. 

Nathaniel Prime, or “Old Nat,” as 
he was called, was a short, thick-set 
volcano who knew the tricks of his 
trade. He began, so the story goes, as 
a coachman for William Gray, a 
wealthy Boston merchant. It is re- 
lated that once, after an important 
dinner at his master’s home, he drove 
a wealthy Southern planter back to 
his hotel and fell to talking with him. 

“Tf I had $5,000,” he told this 
gentleman, “I could double it within a 
year.” 

“What security have you!” the 
man asked. 

“Only the word of an_ honest 
man,” is the accredited reply, al- 
though it seems to have been lifted 
from an early Victorian play. 

The planter gave him the money. 
Prime paid him back within the year, 
with interest, and had enough left 
over to move to New York and make 
his start. There is a sequel to the story 
which brings the Southern planter 
back into the picture some years later, 
threatened with ruin because of the 
failure of the cotton crop. This time 
he needed the $5,000. And this time 
Prime asked concerning security. 

“The word of an honest man,” the 
planter is said to have replied. 

“That’s no good in Wall Street,” 
Prime is quoted. 

It’s a little too pat to be true, per- 
haps, but there it is. 

At any rate, Prime was a shrewd 
financier. That much is proved by 
one of his little deals in cotton. He 
was part owner of a shipping line, 
and one of his vessels arrived one 
Christmas Eve from Liverpool with 
news of a rise in the cotton market 
there. 

Prime knew that, on account 
of the holidays, the Southern mail 
would be delayed. So he gathered up 
a small fortune, with the aid of a 
partner, and sent a messenger hurry- 
ing off to New Orleans. By various 
devices the courier reached the scene 
two days before the news and had 
bought up almost every available bale 
of cotton for twelve cents a pound. 
Mr. Prime sold it later for eighteen 
cents and turned a handsome profit. 

What with one thing and another, 
he became immensely wealthy for his 
time. He was listed as the third rich- 
est man in the city, but that may not 
have meant very much, for the same 
authority informs us that there was 
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only one man then who was a million- 
aire. He was, if you are interested, 
John Jacob Astor. 

But the end of Prime was not what 
might have been expected for one so 
fortunate. He retired eventually to 
live on his well-invested wealth. How- 
ever, out of thin air, he conjured up 
the obsession that he was losing his 
money. He stopped his friends to tell 
them of his fears of the almshouse. 
And then one day they found him 
stretched out across his bed, dead by 
his own hand. —RussEL CROUSE 


INTO TOWN 
VERYONE has at least one 


suburban relative who makes 
flying trips into town on set 
occasions, and who must be “met.” 
It is for my sister, Mrs. Sims, of the 
Westchester Simses, that I have mas- 
tered the intricacies of the Grand 
Central, its arcades and alcoves, its 
“upper level” and its “lower level.” 
For her I have studied those little fo- 
lios dealing with the 12:16 and the 
5:01; for her sake I have solved the 
problem of Daylight Saving and East- 
ern Standard Time. Can a brother’s 
love do more? And yet in my heart I 
know another motive prompts my zest. 
Gazing about at those others wait- 
ing there at the gate, as I am, for the 
local to arrive, I suspect that each of 
them also has that little secret longing. 
Is it not that now at last we are to 
receive appreciation for our role as the 
metropolitan type? We seem outward- 
ly like a little club, linked by a com- 
mon loyalty. We are of the city, our 
nerves attuned to the bustle of streets, 
the susurrus of the subway, the crash 
of traffic. We are molded and pol- 
ished and finished by this life. Let 
our pastoral relatives give us due credit 
then. For us they are leaving the open 
fields and shady lanes and orchards, 
desiring humbly to share for a while 
our sharp and acrid urban attitude. 
The train arrives. Each of us 
yields a moment to the like caress, the 
brisk, peremptory suburban kiss. Then 
always comes the same shock, the 
same mortifying disillusionment: 
“T’ve got hundreds of things to do.” 
I have planned the little luncheon, 
with such a menu as was_ never 
dreamed of in those rustic bourns 
discovered only by local trains. 
“Oh, but I haven’t time for that. 
This counter lunch in the station will 
do—this isn’t a pleasure trip.” 
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There is an ardor about Mrs. Sims 
that saps my own initiative. There is 
something consecrated in her manner, 
like a Crusader, or a Knight of the 
Round Table. As she pauses fora sip of 
water, I almost expect to see the Holy 
Grail slide out of the lily-cup tube, 
Yet I feel she would be competent to 
handle such a situation. 

Furtively I peer at her galoshes, 
rubbers, raincoat, umbrella. I wonder 
what primitive elements are raging up 
there in the country, for the sun is 
shining on Forty-second Street. 

“Raining? No. But it rained last 
night. If you don’t want any dessert 
you might check these for me.” 

I return from the checkroom with 
reinforced determination to reveal the 
awesome details of my life. 

“Ethel Barrymore? Did you? Mrs. 
Coles knows her well. Mrs. Coles 
planted her delphinium on the shady 
side of her garden. ‘Then she won- 
ders why her garden isn’t a success. 
Did you ever hear of anything so 
absurd?” 

I haven’t. I am suddenly un- 
sophisticated, ingenuous. Never in my 
city life have I heard of a woman 
wondering why her garden wasn’t a 
success when she had planted her del- 
phinium on the shady side. 

I am caught up from my abase- 
ment by the great moment when the 
List is lost. Where can that List be? 
Across the counter, among the oyster 
crackers, are scattered the mystic ob- 
jects ladies carry in those delicate wrist 
bags: surgical tools, sinister pellets, 
coins, bits of damask and gossamer, 
pennants of fifty-trip family tickets. 
At last it is disinterred, that crumpled 
miserable shred of paper on which 
hangs the business of the day. ‘The 
List! The authentic, original List. 

Daring metropolites, not yet wholly 
cowed, have dared peek at that List. 
There they have seen strange sym- 
bols, the wild woodcraft of suburban 
script. Yet these ciphers mean forays 
to the top floors of Saks and Lord & 
Taylor. They mean venturings into 
the ambuscades of the Forties and the 
Fifties. ‘They mean that articles are 
to be matched, exchanged, returned, 
repaired. All that afternoon! 

As I dutifully hand her the check 
for her rubbers, Mrs. Sims does vouch- 
safe me a hurried scrutiny. 

“You must run up and see us the 
first chance you get. ‘The country 
will do you worlds of good.” And 
then the last blow: “You look 
peaked.” —-JoHN CHAPIN MosHER 
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Muldoon 


William 


HIS fabulous creature, to be- 

gin with, is splendid and incom- 

parable. Who is there in mod- 
ern America who even remotely re- 
sembles him? Consider the bare and 
incredible statistics: 

On his latest birthday, his eighty- 
second, he rode horseback twelve miles 
in a drizzle, then came to New York 
to dine with Gene Tunney, who was 
born on the day that the old man was 
fifty-three. He still covers almost a 
hundred miles a week on a horse; his 
total mileage with this curious means 
of locomotion is 250,000, yet he nev- 
er has ridden more than twenty-five 
miles from his country seat. In the 
course of forty years he has received 
into his Hygienic Institute 18,000 
specimens—old, young, tired, dissi- 
pated, flabby, spindling, pot-bellied 
and what not—and then sent them out 
resembling men. His own weight, 
during all that period, has varied be- 
tween 192 and 196. The same Fifth 
Avenue tailor has made his clothes 
from the same measurements for thir- 
ty-two years, though his neck has 
shrunk from eighteen to seventeen 
inches and his waist increased from 
thirty-six to thirty-eight. 

If sometimes he seems arrogant, 
vain, contemptuous of frailer men— 
well, who wouldn’t be? Has any other 
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SPARTACUS IN 


man ever started as a pug and a wrest- 
ler and achieved the respect which now 
belongs to William Muldoon? His 
rare after-dinner speeches have been 
called “literature” by no less an au- 
thority than Arthur Brisbane. He 
arrived with the Westchester notables 
long ago; he goes to their homes, not 
as a freak to be shown off, but as a 
sound citizen who drips pearls of wis- 
dom; he is a director of 
banks, hospitals, commis- 
sions and other weighty 
and important bodies. 
Cigarette-smokers, chafing 
under the no-smoking rule 
in Rickard’s Garden, call 
him a curmudgeon and 
worse, but without Mul- 
doon, boxing in New York 
probably would be dead today. He 
has the respect even of those who 
chafe most under his occasionally in- 
consistent edicts. ‘Tough prizefighters, 
about to appear before the awesome 
throne of Muldoon in the Flatiron 
Building, douse their cigarettes, re- 
move their hats and try their best to 
imitate gentlemen. 

The other members of the boxing 
commission, James Farley, the Rock- 
land County politician, and George 
Brower, the Brooklyn lawyer, defer 
constantly to the judgment of Mul- 
doon. Few persons dare to cross him; 
to smoke a cigarette in his presence is 
to incur, if not his contempt, then cer- 
tainly his suspicion. If his rulings in 
pugilistic matters are sometimes eccen- 
tric, the reflection of his prejudices, 
what harm is done? The worst thing 
ever said of him is that he is too sus- 
ceptible to flattery. “They say that a 
hearty “Well, how’s the greatest 
champion of them all?” will cause the 
dour Celt to unbend even to the point 
of sanctioning schemes which, as the 
pious prize-ring phrase has it, may not 
be for the best interests of the game. 
And yet even this charge falls rather 
flat when one considers the eminent 
respectability of boxing in New York 
today, despite the undoubted presence 
of crooks in the business. For this re- 


spectability boxing has both Muldoon 
and Rickard to thank. And these two 
men, by the way, have been close 
friends ever since the Jeffries- Johnson 


fight in 1910. Rickard often is galled 
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by Muldoon’s orders, such as the one 
against smoking in the new Garden, 
but the promoter accepts them unques- 
tioningly. ‘There never was a rule 
against blacks and whites meeting in 
the ring in New York, but Muldoon 
early gave Rickard to understand that 
he was opposed to mixed bouts. “It 
isn’t fair either to the white man or 
the negro,” said Muldoon, “because 
of the attitude of the crowd—either 
‘Kill the damned nigger,’ or something 
just as unpleasant.” But at last Rick- 
ard matched a negro and a white man 
in the old Garden. The commission 
approved the bout, but on the after- 
noon before the fight Muldoon turned 
to Rickard and snapped, “I wish your 
Garden would burn down before to- 
night.” Since there was no trouble, 
Muldoon has since allowed many other 
mixed bouts, but when he’s at the ring- 
side and hears the savage cry of “Kill 
the nigger,” it makes him wince. 





T is a curious thing to note that this 
oldster, who trained the great ones 
of two generations ago, should believe 
that the fighters of today are better 
than the Sullivans, Corbetts and Fitz- 
simmonses of the golden age. All 
sports have improved, he believes, and 
boxers with them. He has no patience 
with the hopelessly lowbrow pug, the 
bruiser who shows neither character 
nor intelligence. But let him encoun- 
ter the better type and he’ll make the 
youngster one of his favorites, giving 
him such preachments as: “Don’t smoke 
or drink, keep straight and stay away 
from crooks, attend to business, don’t 
be a damned fool and some day you'll 
be a champion.” And sometimes they 
do become champions. Thus his fancy 
for such men as Tunney and Sharkey, 
and for a clean-cut, handsome young 
middleweight from New _ Jersey, 
named James J. Braddock. But the 
bulk of them, with their magnificent 
bodies and stupid brains, depress him 
dreadfully. 

They call him, sometimes respect- 
fully, sometimes with a suspicion of a 
sneer, variously the Iron Duke, the 
Solid Man and the Old Roman. It 
was Dreiser, twenty years ago, who 
embalmed the old man in a remark- 
able piece called “Culhane, the Solid 
Man.” But Muldoon, though he reads 
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much in curious histories and Victo- 
rian essays, has never read this article, 
which perhaps has spread his fame 
more than anything ever written about 
him. 

“My neighbor, Charles B. Dilling- 
ham, advised me not to read it,” ex- 
plains Muldoon. “He said it might 
annoy me. So I’ve never read it.” 
Thus his astonishing indifference. And 
yet this icy old gladiator treasures a 
photograph recently received from his 


fallen friend, Kid McCoy (Norman 


Selby), showing that once invincible 


fighter leading the band in San Quen- 
tin Prison. “I wish I could help the 
Kid,” explains this hardest of men. 
“T know he’s to blame—but really, he 
didn’t kill that woman.” 

He was a boy of sixteen or seven- 
teen—but what a broth of a lad he 
must have been!—when he left the 
old home farm in Allegheny County 
and went marching off to join the 
Union Army. He was, of course, a 
private at first, but even then his Spar- 
tan qualities made him the most re- 
spected man in his company. When 




















“Dya save cigar coopons, boss? I on’y need three 
more t? git a pitcher frame.” 


his captain was killed, Muldoon be- 
came a first lieutenant. With that fas- 
tidiousness which shows even today in 
his spotless linen, he had the best-fit- 
ting uniform in the lot. ‘They called 
him “the Dude.” But he whipped some 
of his own dignity into his men, and 
whenever there was a dress parade, 
Muldoon’s men carried off the honors. 

It was in those days, when he was 
having his first fights and proving 
himself an able citizen with his fists, 
that he made his great invention—the 
shower bath. As Muldoon’s history 
has it, he drove holes in the bottom of 
a big bucket and then hung the bucket 
on the limb of a tree; a line of men 
carried other buckets and poured in 
water, while others bathed under the 
resulting shower. 

It was years later, in 1882, when he 
was touring the country with a show 
and was the champion wrestler, that he 
denounced the old-time tin tubs then 
in vogue in the gymnasiums of Amer- 
ica, and induced the proprietor of a 
place in Cincinnati to put in a tile 
floor and install a shower. It worked, 
and soon every gymnasium in the 
country had a shower bath. Soon— 
but the rest is history. 


FTER the war young Muldoon 
came to New York and worked 
at various jobs, at an average salary of 
ten dollars a week. He attended night 
school at Cooper Union, and once a 
week he went to Harry Hill’s place in 
Houston Street to pick up spare change 
as a wrestler or boxer—it made little 
difference to him which. The purses 
in those days amounted to ten dollars, 
seven for the winner, three for the 
loser. 

Muldoon, of course, won, and 
by taking on two bouts a night he 
could go home with fourteen dollars. 
He was a good boxer, but he received 
some punishment; even now, if one 
looks closely, it may be seen that his 
ears are slightly thickened. The savage 
youths who gave him those marks have 
long since been buried; Muldoon, at 
eighty-two, wears out three young 
tired business men before breakfast 
every morning. 

He toured the country for years 
as the undefeated wrestling champion 
of the old Graeco-Roman school. He 
threw them all until there were none 
to challenge him; he was supreme, a 
young giant with curly reddish hair 
and the sleek build of a leopard. To- 
day he carries himself with a lithe and 
catlike grace, and now, as in the days 
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of his glory, he has no rope- 
like, knotted muscles. 

He became a showman and 
a trainer. He played such parts 
as Charles the Wrestler in “As 
You Like It,” and Maurice 
Barrymore used to throw him 
every night. Another favorite 
part was that of Spartacus the 
Gladiator. He trouped with 
Barrymore, John Drew, 
Modjeska, McCullough, Rose 
Coghlan and the other great 
ones of that long-departed age. 
Talking to him today one gets 
the impression that being an 
actor gave him more pleasure 
than any other of his multi- 
farious diversions. At the en- 
trance to his gymnasium at the 
Institute, along with the Bel- 
lows lithograph of the Demp- 
sey-Firpo fight, are hung pho- 
tographs of Muldoon the actor. 
A life-size eniargement of 
Spartacus the Gladiator is in 
the lobby of the new Garden. 


AS a trainer, Muldoon’s first 
great success was with 
that fighting hulk from Boston, 
John L. Sullivan. ‘There are 
stories of how Muldoon kept 
Sullivan in sheer physical ter- 
ror, but the truth seems to be 
that he ruled Sullivan as he has 
since ruled the 18,000 other 
men—by making him respect 
William Muldoon. It was 
simply a matter of making 
Sullivan feel the contempt 
which the trainer felt for dis- 
solute living and_ irregular 
habits. But however he did it, 
Sullivan came out of the train- 
ing period in such superb condi- 
tion that, with Muldoon in 
his corner, he whipped Jake 
Kilrain in seventy-five rounds 
on the banks of the Mississippi 
—the last great epic of the old 
prize ring. 

“T looked once at the ther- 


mometer in my cor- 
ner,” says Muldoon, 
recalling that gory 
scene. “It was 108. 
If Mike Donovan, 
Kilrain’s trainer, 
hadn’t thrown in the 
towel, Kilrain would 
surely have been 
killed. Certainly, he 
never would have 
quit.” Retiring to his 
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place in Westchester County, a vast 
estate situated at Purchase, near 
White Plains, Muldoon began build- 
ing up a fortune by carrying out his 
theories of building up run-down men 
in his repair shop. Great men went 
there—Elihu Root, Theodore Roose- 
vent, Chauncey Depew, Elbert Hub- 
bard, General Chaffee, actors, editors, 
clergymen, judges and all the rest that 
went to make up that motley list of 
18,000 guests. His theory is simple 
enough, and this is its gist: 

Men are busy making money or liy- 
ing too fast. They get into bad habits, 
forget self-discipline. They don’t 
know how to exercise. Doctors can’t 
help them much, or rather, can’t make 
them help themselves. Muldoon takes 
them, enforces discipline, makes their 
wills absolutely subservient to his own, 
and whips them into shape so that, if 
they can keep a grip on themselves, 
they need never come back for more 
repairs. 

It is all familiar stuff, even banal. 
But upon it Muldoon has built his 
reputation. His name was so familiar, 
and so honored by sportsmen, that 
when boxing was legalized in New 
York, Governor Miller sent for Mul- 
doon and asked for his views. ‘The 
Solid Man replied with such a flood of 
apparent wisdom that Miller insisted 
on putting him on the Athletic Com- 
mission. Succeeding state administra- 
tions have felt that, despite criticism 
of Muldoon, no one questioned his 
motives or his character, and besides, 
boxing being the precarious business 
that it is, he should by all means be 
kept on the commission. The old bat- 
tler attends all the larger fights, and 
frequently he has been known to send 
for a youngster who has caught his 

eye and gave him much good 
advice. 

Muldoon expects to continue 
his Institute (don’t call it a 
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health farm, damn it! and it’s not a 
place for old drunkards, but a Hygien- 
ic Institute! ) as long as his health lasts! 
That, roughly speaking, may be anoth- 
er hundred years. His friends say he 
was worried about his health only once. 
That was last winter, when he slipped 
on the ice and fell down five stone 
steps, striking his back heavily. For 
six weeks he was laid up, almost para- 
lyzed part of the time. But he came 
out of it, and soon was throwing 
medicine balls—another Muldoon in- 
vention—and riding over the trails of 
Westchester. 

In action, the Muldoon of today 
carries himself with great agility for 
aman of his weight. In repose, he is 
as urbane an old gentleman as one 
would wish to meet. Usually he wears 
riding clothes, with puttees over his 
well-turned shanks, and there is near- 
ly always a beautiful English sheep- 
dog near at hand. The reddish hair is 
white now, and thinning in front, but 
there are few other signs of age. His 
teeth are perfectly white and even, 
and his straight mouth, with the close- 
cropped white mustache, suggests 
Pershing’s, except that the general ef- 
fect is heavier. His voice is not that of 
a dodderer, but well-modulated, use- 
ful alike in polite conversation and 


would 


bellowing out orders that 
frighten a cavalry troop. 

The vast, rambling old house at 
Purchase overlooks as lovely a vista as 
may be found near New York. On 
clear days old Spartacus can stride out 
on the roof from his office on the sec- 
ond floor and see the Sound, with Oys- 
ter Bay and Wheatley Hills beyond. 
The Professor is not insensible to 
beauty. Far from it. He loves beau- 
tiful horses, dogs, the wooded uplands 
of Westchester, and the sight of a 
graceful boxer weaving and dancing 
under the lights. But women? They 
are all very well, but he’s a bachelor. 
He gestures toward the old gymnasium 
and speaks of the hordes of human 
misfits who have passed through there. 

“They have been all I could take 
care of.” 

Indeed, Muldoon was champion of 
the world before he had held a baby 
in his hands, a notable event which oc- 
curred one night in St. Louis, when 
Spartacus (or maybe it was Charles 
the Wrestler this time) was standing 
back of the wings. As Georgia Drew 
had to go on the stage, she quickly 
handed a bundle to him, saying, 
“Here, Mul, hold this a minute.” 
Soon her part was over and she came 
back and got the bundle; not until she 





“How's your work 
coming along, Arthur?” 


“Great! Tm painting 
30 x 40's now.” 


had taken it did Muldoon realize that 

he had been holding an infant. ‘The 

bundle was Ethel Barrymore. 
—STANLEY WALKER 


POUR PRENDRE CONGE 


I’m sick of embarking in dories 
Upon an emotional sea. 

I’m wearied of playing Dolores 
(A role never written for me). 


I’]l never again like a cub lick 

My wounds while I squeal at the hurt. 
No more [’Il go walking in public, 

My heart hanging out of my shirt. 


I’m tired of entwining me garlands 
Of weather-worn hemlock and bay. 
I’m over my longing for far lands— 
I wouldn’t give that for Cathay. 


I’m through with performing the ballet 
Of love unrequited and told. 

Euterpe, I tender you vale; 
Good-bye, and take care of that cold. 


I’m done with this burning and giving 
And reeling the rhymes of my woes. 
And how I'll be making my living, 
The Lord in His mystery knows. 
—DorotrHy PARKER 


+g 








| 
| 

















JULY 16, 1927 





At City Island there’s a six-metre born every minute—almost 


SPORTS OF THE WEEK 


ARCHMONT Race Week is 

to yachting what National 

Apple Week is to the apple- 
sauce industry—a large occasion. 
Technically it marks the arrival of 
yachting’s midseason. A fleet of at 
least 200-sail-power is concentrating 
off the Westchester coast, and unless 
I miss my guess the coming'days should 
be bigger and better, from a competi- 
tive standpoint, than any “‘week” at 
Larchmont in recent years. This be- 
cause of the much-talked-of come- 
back which sailboat racing is surely 
making. The early season campaign 
has brought out one of the most inter- 
esting racing fleets in years, somewhat 
weak and sickly in spots and extraor- 
dinarily strong in other classes. For 
the last month or more fleets of over 
a hundred boats have come to the line 
for the weekend struggles; and when 
more than a dozen sloops compete in a 
single class a fairly good state of 
health is indicated. 

If this is a revival it is a revival 
under very different auspices from 
those which prevailed on the Sound be- 
fore the war. One sees among the on- 
lookers at these races fewer steam 
yachts and many more power boats, 
sea planes, sea sleds, Chris-craft and 
even outboard motors. When J. P. 
Morgan’s black-hulled Corsair darkens 
the horizon the race-goers view her 


White Wings on the Sound 


with a certain curiosity. Vanishing also 
are the big racing schooners of former 
days. I hear that the Vanitie and Res- 
olute, re-rigged now that their Cup 
efforts are ended, haven’t many more 
racing years left in their thin-plated 
hulls. Sentiment alone seems to keep 


these old rivals in the running. The 
old New York Fifties have shed their 
gaff rig and come out in Marconis to 
try to make things interesting for 
Harold Vanderbilt’s new Prestige. 
Nobody has a boat to match against 
Commodore Tod’s new Katoura, the 
biggest sloop afloat, and incidentally, 
not the happiest, since she has been in 


The start: well packed in 
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trouble with her mast and rigging 
from the day she was launched. The 
old New York Forties have at- 
tempted a comeback and have done 
better in the conservative Marblehead 
district than here, where only two are 
racing in the class. Holland Duell has 
put a Marconi on his old forty-footer 
Rowdy, and that isn’t working any too 
well. Only the good old New York 
Thirties are showing vitality compa- 
rable with the younger classes, notably 
the six-metres, the ten-metres and the 
saucy little Star boats (which aren’t 
so darned young at that). 

But there are signs that even the 
Thirties are approaching the end. One 
of them was sold down the river—or 
rather up the Great Lakes—the other 
day, the first of this grand old fleet to 
desert these waters. Then the Phryne 
incident has given the class a kind of 
shaking-up which some don’t like. 
Mr. Morgan’s re-rigged sloop has been 
invited to sail with the Thirties but not 
against them for the class prizes, and 
this has caused confusion and some 
hard feeling. One can sympathize a 
bit with Mr. Atwater. He is a good 
sailor and would give anything to win 
the class championship. Yet for fail- 
ing to give way to the Morgan boat 
in the Harlem Yacht Club regatta Mr. 
Atwater’s Minx has been disqualified. 
And that means Atwater surrenders 
ten precious points to his nearest rival, 
S. C. Pirie’s Oriole.- The race be- 
tween the Oriole and the Minx is very 
tight. 

The only unkind word thus far 
heard of the new ten-metres is that 
they are a wee bit lee-helmed. Some 
of the owners think the mast is stepped 
a shade too near amidships. This could 
easily be remedied if the season proves 
their contention right. That they are 
fast, everyone admits. At Newport re- 
cently Linton Rigg sailed the Esguilla 
and won every race during the three- 
day festival. I don’t think the Tens 
have ever been beaten by the Forties 
or the Larchmont O boats in a decent 
breeze. The Forties have to allow 
them 48 seconds a mile and the O’s 
allow them 23 seconds a mile. At that 
the Tens have several times beaten the 
©’s without calling upon their time 
allowance. 

In the scramble among the six- 
metres some of the keenest racing is 
developing. Everybody in this class 
n Ss hopes of meeting the foreign in- 
vasion when the international races are 

eld in September. Only one skipper 

n do that, and if he were to be se- 








lected right now the choice would have 
to go to Sherman Hoyt. Hoyt took the 
Lanai out over the Fourth of July 
weekend and won two races with her, 
impressively. I doubt if there is an- 
other yachtsman on the Sound today 
who could trim Hoyt in a series of five 
races. The only question is what will 
happen when Sherman throws his hat 
in the ring with his mystery ship 
Atrocia. The début of this new ex- 
periment should take place at Larch- 
mont, and how she will sail, with 
a mast stepped away aft near the tiller 
post, nobody dares predict. 

Hoyt has a peculiar way of sailing 
en deshabille. He strips down to the 
waist. I’ve heard some of the younger 
sailormen say that he does this to 
“feel” the wind on his back. It may 
be. It strikes me as a good way to 
pick up a first-class sunburn. Anyway, 
Hoyt seems about to set a fashion. 
The other day at Larchmont young 
Fred Nichols, sailing the Lea, saw 
Sherman Hoyt sans shirt and promptly 
removed his own. Whereupon the 
Lea finished fifth. There’s another 
youngster sailing a six-metre who may 
yet cause trouble. He is Frank Hekma, 
whose father is Commodore of the 
Huguenot Yacht Club. His boat is the 
Heron, one of the new ones, and he 
has handled her with nice skill all sea- 
son. The Frieda is another of the new 
sixes that we observers shall have to 
keep an eye on. She is owned by a 


syndicate of Seawanhaka Corinthian 
yachtsmen and is being sailed by C. 
F. Havemeyer. Until Hoyt got into 
the picture with the old Lanai, Have- 
meyer was making most of the racing, 
and unless the Atrocia demoralizes the 
entire fleet he may be heard from yet. 

Down among the Star boats the rac- 
ing has been hot to the point of boil- 
ing. The Stars are a prolific class and 
have in the last few years spread all 
over the world. There are over 400 
of them, some as far off as China. At 
Larchmont so many Stars are expected 
that the committee plans to split them 
up into divisions. “Pop”—otherwise 
George—Corry of Port Washington is 
known as the father of the Stars. 
Nearing seventy, he is still sailing his 
Little Dipper—and frequently wins. 
The contest thus far has been for the 
honor of representing Western Long 
Island Sound in the International race 
for Star boats to be sailed at Narra- 
gansett later in the season. At this 
writing, “Pop” Corry is leading on 
points, with Adrian Iselin’s Ace, 
George Elder’s Iscyra and B. L. 
Linkfield’s Bluebird close up. It is the 
boast of the Stars that they kept yacht- 
ing alive in the slump after the war. 
They certainly are helping to keep it 
very much alive today. 





—BINNACLE 


(For other Sporting departments 
see index on page 30) 
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“Tike to have a look at the kennels, old man?” 


CountTrRY Host: 


Actor: “No, thanks. Pm never at my best with dogs.” 
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AN ACTRE 


. ELL, I tell you, you can 
say what you like, but I don’t 
believe half the things any- 

What? I mean, about stage 

people. I met Midgie Osborne last 

night. You haven’t heard of her? 

Say, where have you been? Why, she’s 

an actress. She’s been with the Win- 

ter Garden shows for years. Well, 
she’s in the chorus, but she told me 
personally that the Shuberis are going 
to give her an understudy role next 


how. 


season. 

“Oh, she’s a sweet kid. And not 
at all high-hat. She’s just herself. 
She’s too cute for words. She told 
me all about the stage. I says to 
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says that she kind of analyzes men. 
She’s somewhat of a deep thinker, and 
that’s another thing. You know, not 
all these actresses are flighty. Midgie 
says that thinking up ways to be 
friendly and at the same time not 
insult your escort kind of develops 
your thinking faculties. Well, any- 
way, when Midgie thinks that her 
escort is the fly sort of man, she don’t 
encourage him at all. If he proves 
to be nice and refined, then she sees 
him and lets him take her to a night 
club and maybe have a cocktail just 
to be friendly. 

“Midgie tells me that it’s not all 
play for the girls behind the foot- 
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her, “Tell me about the stage,’ I says, 
and she told me all about it. ‘Is it 
true,’ I says, ‘that you get many mash 
notes? I mean,’ I says, ‘is it true 
about these stage-door Johnnies who 
take you out and show you a good 
time?’ And then I asks if she gets 
many presents. You know, I saw a 
movie the other night all about a 
chorus girl—Billie Dove, I think she 
was. Well, this Billie Dove is in the 
‘Follies,’ see?—and she has some man 
following her. I mean, this man is 
just one of those high livers, and he 
starts in getting fresh just because she 
accepts one of his trinkets. So I was 
wondering when I met Midgie—oh, 
she’s very sociable and lets me call her 
Midgie—so I asks her if it was true 
about these fast men. I mean, wheth- 
cr they take you out and show you 
a good time only to get fresh in the 
end. 

“Well, she says she divides all 
men into two classes. One, she says, 
s the kind that gets fresh with girls, 
ind the other, she says, is the kind 
that don’t get fresh with girls and 
that treats them with respect. She 
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lights. Do you know they go to danc- 
ing schools to develop themselves? 
Yes, they do. Midgie also says that 
most of the girls go to voice schools. 
I mean, they go to have their voices 
cultured. Brought out, kind of. But 
Midgie would rather develop her 
mind. She reads papers something 
awful. And she also writes one or two 
things for the Daily News. Honestly, 


she does. At least that’s what she 
told me. She got a dollar for a 


‘Most Embarrassing Moment of My 
Life,’ and another dollar for ‘Bright 
Sayings from Children.’ Oh, she’s 
very talented that way. 


“CHE certainly is nice. I asked her 

for an autographed picture and 
she gave me one. She apologized some- 
thing terrible because the picture was 
sort of undraped. A semi-nude, I 
think she called it. But, you see, the 
picture was taken just for publicity. 
Midgie says that the newspapers want 
that sort of pictures. It’s terrible what 
the papers want these days. But she 
didn’t want to interfere, because if 
the play gets no publicity then the 
show don’t go, and then where will 
she be? But she said that her mother 
was in the outside room when the 
picture was taken, so that it was per- 
fectly all right. Besides, she says, 
the photographer wears thick glasses. 
Oh, she apologized for that something 
awful. 

“She’s coming up to the house Thurs- 
day night so I want you to meet her. 
She promised to show me some dance 
steps and later on she’s going to intro- 
duce me to Mr. Shubert. Oh, I think 
she’s so nice. And I want to show 
you the autographed picture. She 
wrote across it, “Io my friend, Agnes 
Ryan, Sincerely, Midgie Osborne.’ 
Too bad she put ‘Ryan’ when I dis- 
tinctly told her it was ‘O’Brien.’ ” 

—ARTHUR KoBER 
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CASE NUMBER 4278 


Y apartment is full of safety- 

match books. They are scat- 

tered about the floor. A 

maid shaking out the bed in the morn- 

ing sends a shower of them that have 

in some way found their way into 

the covers. ‘The mantelpiece is full 

to overflowing. All of the tables and 

the bureaus are piled high. Match 

books are on the window ledges, in 

desk drawers, in humidors, under the 
rugs, in the bathtub. 

That is the way with things that 
are given away. I cannot, 
myself, recall that I’ve 
ever refused a free offer- 
ing. Everything, from 
advertisements of ladies’ 
dress-goods to samples of 
Dr. Carson’s Little Yel- 
low Liver Pills, is just so 
much velvet to me. My 
apartment—where it isn’t 
occupied by safety-match 
books—is full of sample 
tubes of toothpaste, hair- 
dye, life-savers, “Win 
With Walker” buttons, 
theatre programs, political 
handbills, McCall pattern 
books, souvenir pencils, 
score-cards, and other such 
matters, all free. I scarce- 
ly ever have to buy any- 
thing; there seems always 
to be a sample of whatever 
I need around the place, 
provided I look long 
enough. 

With safety - match 
books it is even a graver 
weakness. It dates, per- 
haps, from a horrible ex- 
perience about five years 
ago, when I waked at two 
o'clock in the morning 
needing a match, either to light a 
cigarette or to set a house on fire—I 
forget which—only to discover that 
I had no more match in the house 
than a rabbit. 

I remember that moment as though 
it were yesterday. There I stood 
with the cigarette in my hand, or 
the house, whichever it was, trem- 
bling like a leaf. Panic-stricken, I 
had ripped the furnishings of the place 
to shreds, seeking just one little match, 
and all, all in vain. And I was alone. 

Then I remembered an all-night 
restaurant around the corner. Pres- 
ently, of course, I had dressed, gone 
around the corner to the restaurant 
and borrowed a match, and what had 


nowadays. 


threatened to become a pretty serious 
matter thus became a subject.for mer- 
riment when I recounted it the next 
morning to my friends. 

But suppose there had been no all- 
night restaurant around the corner! 
What, then? Suppose I had had to get 
on a train that night and go all the 
way to the Diamond Match Com- 
pany’s plant down in New Jersey for 
a match. Men cannot easily forget 
such experiences. Superficially they 
pass away, of course, but deep down 
in the heart there still remains a 


haunting fear that they will arise 











“They say y can’t trust flappers with a man 
Well, I say [Pd rather trust ’em than 
a woman of thirty-eight—not that I’m thirty-eight.” 


again—and that another time one will 
not fare so well. 

It was this fear, I fancy, that made 
me the safety-match book hoarder that 
I am today, that set me to accepting 
every one offered to me; and not only 
to accepting but to asking for them, 
borrowing them, even, to put it blunt- 
ly, to stealing them. 

Every evening after that, returning 
home tired and worn from my work, 
I emptied my pockets of the day’s 
loot. Matches! Piles of matches! 
Hundreds of safety-match books! 
Pulling down the shades, with only 
the light of a single candle to shed 
a dim, shivering glow over the room, 
I piled my treasures on my desk, ran 
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my talonlike fingers through them, 
lifted great handfuls to drop beauti- 
fully before me! I buried my face 
in them, sprinkled them over my head, 
wallowed and groaned in the ecstasy 
of realizing that never, never again 
would I be caught at two o’clock in 
the morning without a match! 

In time, then, I calculated that I 
had enough. Were I to need a match 
at two A.M. every morning for a 
thousand years I still had enough. 
I was prepared for a siege of any 
possible duration. I decided to stop. 
What books of matches were of- 
fered me in cigar stores 
I accepted, for a while, 
and I gave delightful 
surprises to my _ fellow- 
workers by returning their 
loaned match books with 
the semblance of a strug- 
gle. But not, I am sorry 
to say, for long. 

I found, in brief, that I 
couldn’t stop. Will it or 
not, I discovered presently 
that no sooner did I lay 
hand on a book of matches 
than I was out of the door, 
shrieking with happiness, 
and down the street at a 
mad gallop. I fought, 
fought, fought against it, 
but, fight as I would, a 
match book in my clutch 
was a gone coon. My 
strength spent, then, I gave 
in to inevitable defeat. I 
was an addict. 

And now—and now— 
you should, honestly, see 
my apartment! I sit on 
large mounds of match 





books. I sleep with match 
books. ‘They are to be 
found in the scrambled 


eggs at breakfast. I lift a 
couple out of every cup of coffee. If 
I want a book, a shovel is needed to 
excavate it from the matches. I drop 
my hat and it immediately sinks out of 
sight in safety-match books. And I 
can’t stop—I can’t! Right this min- 
ute I have eleven of the little devils 
in my pocket—and it’s only three 
P.M! —NUNNALLY JOHNSON 


COMFORT FIRST—The same spring con- 
struction as used in the finest upholstered 
furniture, mattresses and motor car seats 
is now available to you in the upholstery’ 
of “Southern” caskets.—Adv. in the 
Knoxville (Tenn.) Sentinel. 


Comfort first? Comfort last! 
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Nm A graceful interpretation of the current mode is offered in this or- 
» [ nament created by Black, Starr & Frost. The choker necklace paved 
with an interesting motif in diamonds is gently curved to follow the 
contour of the neck. Festoons of matched and graduated pearls hang 
gracefully from the connecting links. The pearls may be detached 


when desired and the ornament worn as a diamond necklace. 


% 


yy Day 





©s.s.aF.,'27 





BLACK STARR & FROST 


JEWELERS FOR 117 YEARS—FIFTH AVENUE, CORNER 481TH STREET, NEW YORK - PARIS - PALM BEACH - SOUTHAMPTON 





Gifts That Suit The Needs of Every Taste and Purse 








28 


te 


JULY 16, 1927 


A REPORTER AT LARGE 


NDER the crushing impost of 

its heat, the city faltered in the 

dusk. A steaming mist hung 
upon the Avenue, palpable and sullen. 
And the air, crossed now and then by 
a faint, meaningless cry, seemed itself 
struggling for breath. 

I remembered a place. I had not 
been there for a very long time, but 
I remembered it as a long, narrow, 
dilapidated pier, thrusting itself be- 
yond a coal heap out to the cool reach- 
es of the river. Walking along West 
Street one bright afternoon, searching 
for some slight opening in the balus- 
trade of pier-walls through which I 
might peer to a glimpse of the water, 
I had found it. It had seemed a 
miracle that afternoon. For I had 
been touched by one of those recurrent 
moments of yearning for the sea, and 
far places, which come to all men. 
And I had been almost thwarted. 
Because West Street, where I had 
thought to find the river and to sit 
watching laden vessels stream down 
through the harbor to ports of en- 
chanting names, proved to be a thor- 
oughfare of high walls—as if in spite 
they had meant to shut off 
from puny landsmen all view 
of the water and its ships. I 
had been thwarted, that is, un- 
til I found that curious little 
pier, forgotten by the march- 
past of progress. 

I remembered it now, in the 
uncomfortable heat of streets 
and buildings. And I pushed 
westward toward the faint 
smell of water. 

You cannot know the as- 
tonishing thing I found. I had 
thought, you see, that the for- 
gotten little pier was mine, and 
I had kept the secret of its 
hidden place behind the coal 
pile. But now, on this mid- 
summer night, I came upon it 
and found it gaily populated. 
There were lights strung about 
the railing of its upper deck. 
There was a little German 
band sitting in a ring of weath- 
ered chairs and tooting man- 
fully. There were people— 
contented people out of tene- 
ments and narrow, breathless 
streets, leaning back and chat- 
ting languidly, children who 
danced to the music, lovers 
who sat in shadowy corners and 
stared out toward the river, 


Le 


MIDSUMMER NIGHT 


I moved among them, alone and 
faintly disappointed that I was not to 
have this quiet place all to myself. But 
they smiled a knowing welcome, as if 
to say, “Ho! You, too, know where to 
come, eh?” They patted their feet to 
the grunting horns. A child or two 
swung at my coat-tails. A tall, dark 
lad sitting with a girl on a bench 
toward the waterside regarded me 
with amiable pity because I had no 
such fair companion as his. 


HERE was a broken stool toward 

the far, jutting end of the pier, 
protected from the yellow electric 
bulbs by the post which supported it in 
its decrepitude. And I sat there, lean- 
ing back to take the faint breeze in my 
face, listening to the music and the 
laughter. Below, and only a few feet 
away, the velvet water caught the 
faint reflection of the lights. It 
washed softly against the piles and 
sent up its curious, unmistakable odor. 
There were lights, too, upon the far 
shore—pinpoints of brilliance that 
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“Hold the line a minute, dear—I’m trying to 


what I have on my mind.” 


seemed ineffably distant, ineffably 
alluring. Occasionally a tugboat went 
grunting past—far out in the stream, 
a bulking shadow beneath two high, 
dim riding-lights, bearing a plume 
that hung with a heavier darkness 
against the sombre purple of the sky. 
The sound of its buried engines 
throbbed mysteriously across the sur- 
face of the current. And once, when 
the band had paused for breath and the 
children had momentarily stilled their 
merriment, there came from one such 
darkly moving shadow the thin tinkle 
of a mandolin and a man’s voice sing- 
ing. . . . The band struck up again, 
“Two Little Babes in Toyland,” and 
far down among the misty shadows 
that lay about the Battery a ferry boat 
set out for Staten Island. It stood 
very high in the water, considering 
its distance: a glittering, fantastic 
craft, very brightly illuminated. And 
at that moment it was impossible to 
conceive of it as bearing a cargo of 
weary people out to their suburban 
homes. One fancied fragile gaiety at 
the heart of all that moving brilliance 
upon the water: high laughter and gay 
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David Belasco 
Dean of the 
American Theatre 


You, too, will find that Lucky 
Strikes are mild and mellow— 
the finest cigarettes you ever 
smoked, made of the finest 
Turkish anddomestictobaccos, 
properly aged and blended with 
great skill, and there is an extra 
process—“It’s toasted”—no 
harshness, not a bit of bite. 


‘| It’s toasted” 


No Throat Irritation - No Cough. 








Belasco, Relating Advice 
: — to his famous actors about smoking, 
would tell you: 


“The voice is to the actor 
what the chisel is to the 
sculptor. He must beware 
of dulling its qualities. 
Naturally I am vitally 
concerned about the voices 
of my players, soI always 
advise the one cigarette 
that I discovered many 
years ago that does not 
impair control of the 
subtlest vocal shadings 
or cause huskiness or 
harshness. I mean the 
‘Lucky Strike.’ It is the 
player’s best friend.”’ 





When in New York you are cordi- 
ally invited to see how Lucky Strikes 
are made at our exhibit, corner 
Broadway and 45th Street. 

















Ne 








The 


Water Tower 











THE NEW BAGDAD BUGLE 


Vol. I No. II. Weather: So So 


PROMINENT CITIZENS 
BATTLE 


An angry altercation resulted in a 
broken nose for J. C. Smithers and a 
black eye for Rob Wetter on Main 
Street last night. The subject of the 
altercation was prohibition. Judge Si 
Crumpet fined them each ten dollars and 
costs for disturbing the peace and break- 
ing a bottle on the public thoroughfare. 


CHARMING SOCIETY 
WEDDING 


In one of the most beautiful hymen 
ceremonies ever witnessed in New Bag- 
dad, Miss Elfrida Slempt became the 
wife of Mr. John (“Chuck”) O’Rourke 
at the home of the bride’s parents on 
West Washington Street. The bride 
wore a veil of marvelous old lace and 
her wedding garment was of silk, cov- 
ered with pink roses in charming con- 
fusion, with shoes to match. ‘The groom 
wore a modish pink tie and carried a 
high silk hat. A bountiful coljection was 
served after the ceremony. 


GARNERINGS 


Roses are in bloom again. The petunias 
are doing well, too. 

Colonel Lindbergh is very popular 
with the home folks in these parts. 

For exchange. Kiddie car. Will con- 
sider Ford in good condition. 

Sidney W. Horsehair, our popular 
mayor, has his mother-in-law summering 
with him. The Horsehair mansion is to 
be repapered and completely renovated 
during the summer. 

Ye editor thanks an unknown friend 
for the gift of a watermelon. Come 
again, whoever you are, say we. 


ADVICE TO THE LOVESHORN 
(Conducted by Ima Moron) 


Dear Miss Moron: 

My husband won’t finance a Paris 
divorce but insists that I go to Reno. 
This will destroy my social standing 
complete, as all my friends get Paris 
divorces. What shall I do? 

Broken Hearted Wife. 
Dear Broken Hearted Wife: 

Your problem is not a new one. 

answer is simple. It is yes or no. 
Ima Moron. 


METROPOLITAN JOTTINGS 


On reliable authority we are informed 
that Aguazone, the only mineral water 
supercharged with oxygen—that delicious 
sparkling drink that, mixed with what 
you have, insures against headaches the 
next morning—may be purchased from 
the Daniel Reeves Stores, the Busy Bee 
Stores, and from good grocers and drug- 
gists in general. Many people have it 
sent to them from the nearest place by 


telephoning 
VANDERBILT 6434 


The 


Advertisement 





songs and some fantastic port at the 
end of the journey. 


EHIND us, far, far above this 

little spot of grunting music and 
feverishly laughing children, the city 
towered. It stood in an uneasy line 
against a sky that was 
lit with a few bright 
stars. And it seemed 
to reel in the heavy 
heat that was upon it. 
There was something 
terrifying in the 
thought of that city, 
the millions herded 
within its maw, the 


cent en 


Index to departments on 
the pages which follow: 


THE TENNIS COURTS 





JULY 16, 1927 


makes me hot to think of it.” He 
unbuttoned another button of his 
flimsy cotton shirt, and the sweat was 
glistening on his chest. ““That’s a hell 
of a lot of water, ain’t it?” I nodded, 
and he gave me a light for my ciga- 
rette, holding his incredible pipe under 
my nose. “Yes sir, 
gives me the heebie- 
jeebies to think of all 
that water running 
along, and never 
stopping. New water 
every minute.” 

“Where do you 
suppose it all comes 
37 from?” I asked. 


glittering eyes that ON AND OFF THE AVENUE: “Look out, fel- 
stared across tables in a. a low! Don’t get me 
a thousand cellar sewenees, wrewee 45 to thinking about 
dives, the shadowy NEW POPULAR MUSIC 46 that now! Some- 


tenements, aching in TEE AND GREEN 48 times I can’t sleep 

their wretchedness. TESS GATS TRRER 5! all night, wondering 

as inks alia hits THE CURRENT CINEMA 59 h he hell all 

LONDON LETTER 61 a oe ee Ss 

—we who knew RECENT BOOKS 64 that damn _ water 

where to come on comes from! 
ta Subscribers to THE NEw Ch 1» 

& YorKER who will be away — 


getting the city in 
our moment of re- 





during the summer will find 
a change of address blank 


He struck his hand 
against his head, and 


lief. And thanking on page 55. turned about sharply 
our gods that those to put the river be- 
unfortunate ones back ¥ hind him. Before | 
yonder under the could speak again, he 


towering walls did not know where to 
come, and thus crowd us out of our 
ease and comfort. 

A giant of a man, smoking a cob 
pipe that reeked in a strange blending 
with the odor of roasted coffee that 
hung in his clothes, leaned against the 
railing a few feet from my stool and 
stared for a long time into the dark- 
ness. Presently he turned slowly 
toward me, showing me the labor-bit- 
ten but curiously indomitable face of 
a man of thirty-five, and spoke mus- 
ingly, in precisely the tone he would 
have employed if we had been chat- 
ting together for an hour. 

“Yes, sir,” he said. “Live and let 
live.” 

I did not answer,’ since there 
seemed nothing whatever for me to 
say, and he continued puffing at his 
pipe. Full twenty minutes went by 
thus languidly—the great hulk of a 
freight steamer flowed past with un- 
canny silence—before he spoke again. 
Then he did not look at me, but spoke 
loudly enough for me to hear. 

“Ain’t it a hell of a note?” he ob- 
served. “You come out to cool off, 


and all yeu can think about is hustling 
them damn bags of coffee all day to- 
morrow. You never worked in the 
hold of a ship, did you? 


Cheese, 


had pushed off, seeming to reel slight- 
ly with his thoughts, and marched 
away past the grunting bass horns. 


HE night wore on, softly and un- 

hurriedly, and the laughter dimin- 
ished. After a time, the musicians 
picked up their horns and wandered 
off silently to find their beer. A half 
dozen children were asleep on the 
floor, their small, sprawling bodies ap- 
pearing singularly frail against the 
broad, worn planks. A fat fellow 
slept with his pipe in his lips, his 
stockinged feet lifted to the railing, 
his battered shoes on the bench beside 
him. Two women quarrelled in 
Italian. 

But after a time, all of them were 
gone. They drifted away almost un- 
noticeably, and a deep silence fell all 
about. The rhythm of the river—its 
traffic, its tide, its faint, ceaseless 
sounds—diminished, the beat growing 
slower and slower but never losing its 
impalpable cadence. Toward four, 
the moon came up, and with it a 
breeze from the sea. Salt was in the 
air—and the tide turned with a slow. 
dark muttering. 

The dawn was a thing of striking 
beauty. It came, slowly and noiseless- 
ly—creeping up through the spires 
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‘ch the woman who faints 
does not think it is fashionable. Usually, 
she is alarmed. And she should be. For 
fainting, like the listlessness that was 
once so popular, is now known to be a 
sign of physical weakness. Woman's 
present-day interest in sports—her activ- 
ities in social and political life—all de- 
mand perfect health. The woman who 
wilts is of necessity an unwanted member 
in any social group. 

Lack of vitality, tiredness, the “all-in” 
feeling that assails many women are fre- 
quently caused by disorders in the diges- 
tive tract. Our faulty modern diet en- 
courages in the intestines bacteria that 
are definitely dangerous. For these germs 
of decay create poisons that are absorbed 
by the body. They breed rapidly, too, 
and if unchecked, severe symptoms result 
with a train of ills. 


But these harmful organisms Accepted by 
% Ch he re bd bd ° 
Count Chematu been drinking Lederle’s Aci- 


can be replaced by a beneficial 
organism, Bacillus Acidophilus. 
If this is done, the health of the 
individual, insofar as it is influ- 
enced by the bacterial content 
of the intestines, becomes 
normal. 

And it is now possible to estab- 
lish the beneficial Bacillus Aci- 


dophilus as the predominant 


ert 





° e ° . of the American ° ° ° ° 
organism in the intestines by Medical Association medication is unwise. 


In the 


eighties, it was 


fashionable 
to faint 


drinking milk in which the Bacillus Aci- 
dophilus has been cultured. 

Four years ago the Lederle Antitoxin 
Laboratories undertook the production 
of Bacillus Acidophilus milk for the medi- 
cal profession. They applied to this diffi- 
cult problem the scientific knowledge and 
skill acquired during years of experience 
with micro-organisms. 

As a result, Lederle’s Acidophilus Milk 
is unsurpassed in purity, flavor and effi- 
cacy. When you take it, you know it 
does contain Acidophilus bacilli that are 
capable of reproduction in the intestines. 
And you know they are present in suffi- 
cient quantities to be effective in replac- 
ing germs of decay and preventing the 
development of new ones. 

For years now, thousands have 


dophilus Milk to keep well. They 
have found that it does just that, 
and also, that taken in conjunc- 
tion with a balanced diet it has 
no tendency to increase weight. It 
is a beneficial drink which you 
can take as freely as you desire. 

In the treatment of disease, your 


doctor should be consulted; self- 





Arcidenhilus 


* Lederle’s Acidophilus Milk is on 
1 gale at all high-class drug stores. 


Buy it at fountains for lunch. 
Your druggist will gladly deliver 
it regularly at your home. It is 
served at the better hotels, 
restaurants and clubs. 
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Power ~ 


The soft purr of the Packard 
motor hardly hints its vast | 
| reserve power. Yet a touch 
| of the accelerator and the 
great car leaps forward with 
the eagerness of a_ living 


thing. 





In its swift response to the 
driver’s will lies the promise 
of superb and sustained per- 
formance. Mile after mile 
through the starts and stops 
of the crowded city, hour 
after hour on the long pull 
of the mountain grade, the 
Packard proves superior to 
all requirements — Packard 
power reigns supreme. 


Packard design—widely imi: 
tated but never equaled—has 
long been recognized as an 
outstanding combination of 
smartness, beauty and com- 
fort. And Packard power— 
now unsurpassed in any 
motor car—offers matchless 
trafic agility, hill climbing 


demands it, speed. 


ard power! A combination 
stored to many thousands of 
new owners their waning zest 
in motoring. 


PACKARD MOTOR CAR CO. 
of NEW YORK 
Packard Building 


Broadway at 6lst Street 
Atlantic at Classon Ave., Brooklyn 


Dealers 


PARK AVENUE PACKARD, INC. 
247 Park Avenue, New York 


THE HEIGHTS PACKARD CORP. 
St. Nicholas Ave. at 174th St 


PACKARD BRONX COMPANY, INC. 
650 East Fordham Road 
| 2110 Grand Concourse at 181st St. 


PACKARD 


Ask the Man Who Owns One 
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ability and, when emergency |} 


Packard distinction — Pack- |} 


of qualities which has re- 
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that lay atop the city—touching the 
water first with wraithlike gray and 
then with a tint of rose-pearl that was 
indescribable. With it, too, came the 
first breath of heat: malignant, in- 
escapable. And I stirred from my 
drowsing contemplation of changing 
colors upon the water to move stiffly 
out toward the street, to make my sur- 
render to the metropolis which cannot 
be escaped. 


DO not know who pays for the 
beer of the little German band 
that plays on my pier every night. It 
is even conceivable—in this incon- 
ceivable world—that they play just 
for the pleasure of their music, and 
the pleasure of working up a thirst. I 
seem to remember that somebody said 
the band is provided by the City. If 
that is true, then let us give earnest 
thanks to a government so wise, so 

altogether kind. 
—Morris Markey 


COBBLER 


He mends the shoes 
and watches the feet 
of the crowd that goes 
along the street. 


A basement deep 
and a sidewalk high; 
along the ceiling 


the feet go by; 


toeing and heeling, 
they seem to skim 
the top of the larky 
world to him 


in the dusty dark 

whose eyes dilate 

as he gazes up 

through the dingy grate. 


The world hobbles 
on feet of clay, 
the cobbler cobbles 


his days away; 


crooked heels 

and broken toes 

are all he feels; 

all he knows. 
—Prccy Bacon 


The Barker Hotel was connected with 
the sewer Monday.—Girard (Kans.) 
Press. 

Yes, but you can’t teach an old dog 
new tricks. 
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Suid Simple Suzette: 


‘ISN’T ALL SILK 
‘100% PURE’?”’ 


Suid Wise Janet: 


“NOT BY A 
LONG SHOT!” 


Wise Janet: * Stochings can be 
classed as ‘silk’ without being 
100% pure at alll” 

Simple Suzette: — suppose it all 
depends on the worm. 

Wise Janet: ‘A true word 
spoken in jest! It does. On the 
silk—and on the dyers process. 
You know silk weighted with a 
chemical alloy can be used. 

Simple Suzette: “Well, they all 
look alike to me on the counter. 

Wise Janet: “ Of course they 
do! Just by looking at them, you 
can t tell whether a pair of stock- 
ings is 100% pure silk or not. 

e But it shows in their appear- 
ance a fter they ve been tubbed, 
and in the wear. That's why 
I always buy my stockings at the 
Allen-A Hosiery Shop. I can 
trust Allen-A silk and Allen-A 
reputation. Why don't vou adopt 
their Shop—it’s on 5th Avenue 
at 38th Street, you Laow—or 


ask for Allen-A Silk Stockings 


» 


at other good shops. 


THE ALLEN-A 


COMPANY, Ine. 
HOSIERY SHOP 
5th Avenue at 38th Street 





Makers of fine hosiery for 50 years 
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I am a man who loved—and lost $75. 

Venus appealed to two of my weak- 
nesses. I love beauty, and I love to express 
my individuality. 


s » > 
How lovely she was! Her lines were 
luscious; She was grace personified; she 
shone like a silver goddess in the summer 
sunshine. But (I learned later) she was 
as dumb as she was beautiful. 


FC POR SC PON Fe_POK. 


At. 


I thought Venus on my radiator would 
express my individuality. (I'm that way. 
I have my initials embroidered on m 
shirts.) I wanted my motor car to be dif- 
ferent—to show personality. I thought 
that when people saw a car with Venus 
on the radiator they would say: “There 

oes Don Herold. He has that car with 
enus on the radiator.” 


air. 


ao 


- we se 


Fine! But no sooner had I taken Venus 
as my one and only than I began to see 


‘ es her on other cars—hundreds—thousands 
\ A eras —all of whose owners were expressing 
_ their individuality with this same Venus. 
: Venus was a girl with a lot of loves! 


a Then one day, 92 miles from No- 
¢ where, my car went dead. The garage man 
who towed me in found the connecting 

rod bearings fried to a crisp. “Didn’t you 
: know you were out of oil and water?” 
he asked. 


Why Venus and I Parted 


“No, how could 1?” I said. 


He looked at Venus and replied: “It's 


that dame on the radiator. You birds with 
them pretty paper-weights on the fronts 
of your cars always have this kind of 
trouble. The place for them ornamental 
statues is home on the mantlepiece. What 
you need there is a Boyce Moto Meter.” 


The repair bill was $75. 


Then Venus and I parted—and we 
— bad friends. I gave her to Aunt 

lla to use for a door-stop—or throw at 
the cat. 2 : 4 


From now on, I keep a Boyce Moto Meter on 
my radiator—and no ornamental buzzards, teddy 
bears, chorus girls, angels, or other animals from 
the menagerie. Before I'd do without a Moto 
Meter I'd let somebody talk me into taking the 
motor out and filling the space with a geranium 
bed. Beauty is all right in its place—but beauty 
is as beauty does—and Venus didn’t. 

I have a weakness for knicknacks, but I would 
just as soon try to raise goldfish inside my radia- 
tor as to keep a gewgaw on top of it. No more 
dumb doodads for me. I parboiled my pistons 
once—that’s enough. 


Hereafter, I carry my useless ornaments in the 
tonneau! Venus was a nice girl—but she wouldn't 
tell temperature. 
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WALK-OVER 
Shoes 


for 
Men 


Semi-Annual 


Sale 


Now in effect 


An unusual op- 
portunity to re- 
plenish your sup- 
ply of business, 
sport and dress 
shoes at substan- 
tially reduced 


prices. 


$6: $7.4 $8.95 


Values to $12 


Walr-Over 


NEW YORK CITY 
1432 Broadway, at 40th Street 
1625 Broadway, near 50th Street 
622 West 181st Street 
254 West 125th Street 


BROOKLYN BRONX 
557 Melrose, at 3rd 
Ave. and 149th St. 
YONKERS, N. Y. 
16 Main Street 
PATERSON, N. J. 
181 Market Street 


1355 Broadway 
565-7 Fulton St. 
946 Flatbush Ave. 
5406 Fifth Ave. 
7918 Fifth Ave. 











THE MISSIONARY 


“ EAH, I oughta knew by the 
address—”’ 
“Sure thing. West 145th. 


Gosh! You mighta knew.” 

“Yeah, I musta been off my nut 
or sumpin, I guess. But believe me, 
I sure told that guy off awright, aw- 
right. I just happened to be up that 
way so I thought it couldn’t do no 
harm to stop in. But believe me, I 
bet he felt knee-high to a Singer 
Midget when I got through with him, 
awright. ‘Watcha been drivin’?’ he 
says. ‘Well,’ I says, ‘the big car was 
a Rolls,’ I says, ‘an’ the roadster was a 
Hispano-Suiza an’ they was a dinky 
little Lincoln that we just kept for 
emergency and the help,’ I says. 
‘Well,’ he says, ‘you sure oughta know 
sumpin about cars. Ever handle a 
Chevrolet?’ he says.” 


“For cryin’ out loud! Can you 
picture the nerve? I hope you told 
him plenty.” 

“Listen. ‘No,’ I says, ‘knock on 
wood, I never have. I had a lot of 
hard luck in my time,’ I says, ‘but 
that’s one trial that’s been spared me. 
I never got that low,’ I says sarcastic.” 

“What'd he say?” 

“He was pretty embarrassed and he 
got red in the face and says, ‘Well, 
you better beat it outa here,’ he says, 
‘I drive a Chevrolet myself and for 
all I know it’s contagious.” ‘What,’ 
I yelps, ‘you want me to chauff a 
Chevrolet?’ ‘Well, buddy,’ he says 
real pleasant, ‘that was my idea in 
advertising for a chauffeur, to get 
somebody to drive my car, which is, 
I blush to admit to you, a Chevrolet. 
But I really didn’t realize who I was 
addressing,’ he says. ‘I’m not up on 
Who’s Who, he says, ‘but if you want 
the job at forty-five per you can re- 
port Monday,’ he says. And he ain’t 
a bad guy to work for. I been driving 
for him just a week now and I almost 
got him persuaded to turn the Chev- 
rolet in and buy a Essex.” 

—G,. SCHWABE 


THE BEGINNING OF THE END 


[Question column in the Dayton (O.) 

Daily News| 

DEAR BETTY: I have been married a 
year and am less than 20 now. I think 
success in marriage comes from true love 
and not because people are exactly the 
same age. Poverty causes a lot of trou- 
ble, and I think older people lose hope as 
well as the younger ones do. I would like 
to know how to make potato salad.— 


YOUNG WIFE. 
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whips and 
whistles 


&K 


HERE is an old English 
phrase—*“*A good horse 


goes farther for a whistle than 
a whip.” 


It is the same with all “*thor- 
oughbred” human service; it 
explains why we are so glad 
to serve an appreciative clien- 


For 
example, who wouldn’t re- 


tele of Lincoln owners. 


spond toa “whistle” like this? 


‘Tam entirely pleased with 
the service you have rendered. 
I always receive courteous 
treatment; in fact, everyone in 
your organization extends 
themselves to assure satisfac- 
tion to the Lincoln owner.” 


THEODORE LUCE 


INCORPORATED 


Lincoln Sales and Service 


Sales: Service: 
1760 BROADWAY 503 WEST s56ru ST. 
Circle 6363 Circle 6363 
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WHOSE PARIS ESTABLISHMENT DICTATES THE FASHIONS 
OF TWO CONTINENTS 





MINE ARE THE PERFUMES OF 


A COUTURIER 


In Paris there has been an extraordi- 
nary development in the mode of the 
elegante of today. A development, let 
me add, that has the soundest basis, in 
taste and art. 

Totality of effect! To what lengths 
fashionable women go to achieve it! One 
notes today costumes that have the su- 
preme unity of a composition by a mas- 
ter. The manteau, the jewels, the bag, 
the robe —all are calculated to express 
and enhance the special and intimate 
charm of the women who wear them. 

I have myself created countless such 
compositions for my clientele. This 
modern tendency is profoundly satisfy- 
ing to the couturier, because it calls for 
every resource that lies in his art. 

How inevitable, then, that I should 


have brought all the talent at my com- 
mand to the creation of perfumes that 
would lend their own perfect note, the 
most important of all, to this sought-for 
totality of effect! For let me tell you, 
from my experience as a couturier! Noth- 
ing that a woman wears is as profoundly 
stirring and expressive as her perfume. 

From the point of view of the coutu- 
rier, then, I have evolved these new 
harmonies of odor that I call my 
Modulations A, B and C. Three scents 
that are wholly en rapport with the mode 
of today. 

Mye lientele have paid me the charm- 
ing compliment of calling these odors 
the perfumes of a couturier. This was 
my ambition. 
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SAKS FIFTH AVENUE KURZMAN 
FRANKLIN SIMON - L. BAMBERGER & CO. 


AND AT THE PLAZA THE BILTMORE 














= NEW YORK: 551 


JAY THORPE - LORD & TAYLOR 
BONWIT TELLER CO. ABRAHAM & STRAUS 
THE AMBASSADOR THE COMMODORE 


wuss] CEN LELONG, PARIS 
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Real Folks at Home (The Fireman) : 


By prices | 
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A WASTE BASKET 


Wwe 4 
IN Two FIRES TODAY.) can'T Go 


To THE 
BLAZE IN THE MORNING = 
AND A BIG THREE-ALARM Momes 
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DUST AND TAR PAPER 


a 


/ Your LUNGS 
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MIXED WITH PLASTER| GET OUT oF 


THE DEPARTMENT 













THERE'S A 
DANDY PICTURE 
OVER AT THE 
PALACE 


ENGINE HOUSE AND 
CIGARETTE FROM 
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BILL WIGGINS 
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Product of P. Lorillard Co., Est. 1760 


..nota cough in a carload — 
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THE TENNIS 
COURTS 


To the King’s and Cochet’s 
Taste—Tilden Tarries Too 
Long at Wimbledon 


if 


» 


& OYAL though 
aE its lineage may 
WE be, lawn tennis 
finds in democracy 
i a better milieu for 
JN lawn tennis. By 
ae -+ divine right a king 
can do no wrong, but queens and 
kings have certainly been playing hob 
with the tennis at Wimbledon for the 
last two years. 

Last year it was Suzanne Lenglen 
who came under the royal blight. This 
time it is Mr. Tilden. You know what 
royalty did for Mamselle. If it did 
not drive her into professional ten- 
nis outright, it left her all dressed up 
in her presentation gown and no place 
to go, and Suzanne never had the 
courage to face Wimbledon again af- 
ter that. One doesn’t keep the Queen 
waiting and get away with it, even 
though one is the world’s greatest ten- 
nis player and has a reasonable alibi— 
not at the Court of St. James’. 

Mr. Tilden didn’t keep the Queen 
waiting. He had a new wrinkle. 
Wimbledon had not seen him for six 
years, and that goes for King Alfonso 
too. Six years is a long time to wait 
to see anyone, and even a king might 
have been expected to be in his royal 
box long before play began when Til- 
den met Cochet. But, on the con- 
trary, his Majesty, enthusiastic tennis 
fan that he is, was late. He was so 
late that, but for his divine right, 
which seems to be stronger than Mr. 
Dempsey’s right, they would not have 
let him in until the end of the act. 

The news of King Alfonso’s ap- 
proaching arrival reached Mr. Tilden 
in the third set when he was two sets 
up and leading at 5—l1 in the next. 
Irom the way he was racing through 
the match (Cochet had won only nine 
points in the last six games) it looked 
extremely doubtful whether his Maj- 

y would gain his seat in time to be 
n at the death. 


Me 
7; 
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[¢ was an embarrassing situation. 
To ring down the curtain on the 
w when Alfonso had come express- 
to see it would have been worse 
n holding the curtain with the 





THE FABRIC GROUP ABROAD No. 3 





ANTON BRUEHL 


R&R “After winning the pool on the ship’s 
run today, I feel like leaning over and 
patting this engine on the crankshaft.” 
WR “What'll we do with the money — 
throw a party in Zelli’s?” $R® “No, let’s put 
it in the Fabric Group Sinking Fund and 


buy new suits when we get back home.” 


Cocoa brown is a favorite color in the new Fabric Group 
suits shown at Weber aid Heilbroner stores. $35, $40, $45. 














38 


al 


ie He looks 


like an ambassador, 
BUT... 





| I 
NN 
mT 
= 


| 


4 





i 






yaere 
( 









EN who aspire to distinction must 

have more than the mere appearance 
of culture. An old world manner fades 
quickly before a whispered criticism be- 
cause of the slightest hint of perspiration 
odor. 

Abroad, a gentleman will not presume 
to enter into society without taking some 
precaution against olfactory offense. For 
more than two centuries, Europe’s true 
aristocrats have used a simple, pleasant 
safeguard against this devastating criticism. 

It is Farina’s Red Crest Cologne. A quick 
dash of this cologne about the chest and 
under the arms, counteracts even a trace 
of odor for a day or evening. It is true 
cologne, a formula invented in 1709 by 
Johann Maria Farina Gegeniiber dem 
Jiilichs-Platz, Cologne—and guarded ever 
since. 

Be certain of an immaculate person by 
making sure that the Red Crest is on the 
bottle of cologne you buy. Then you are 
positive of the original, the true vintage 
cologne. Discover how refreshing it is 
after bathing, and how quickly it soothes 
the face after shaving. 

Obtainable at your druggist’s. 
Glass bottle, 4 oz. $1.00; Wicker bottle, 6 oz. $1.75 
Sole Distributor 
Geo. Borgfeldt & Co., N. Y. 


Look for the Ab Red Crest 


FARINAS 


RED CREST 


COLOGNE 











Queen out in front. Mr. Tilden was 
too much the diplomat not to appre- 
ciate the delicacy of the situation and 
the international complications that 
might develop should he take the 
wrong step. Or was he just a wearer 
of the buskin, all a-flutter over the 
prospect of playing to royal patronage? 

Anyway, Mr. Tilden began to bang 
the ball all over the place. ‘The lines 
no longer meant a thing to him. The 
linesmen, whom no one had noticed 
up to that time, so perfectly had the 
American kept the ball in the court 
with his withering swipes, now be- 
came conspicuous with their “outs.” 
Cochet won the seventh game. Til- 
den, looking in vain for his Majesty, 
banged away again and threw in a 
couple of double-faults for good meas- 
ure, to send the eighth after the 
seventh. Wouldn’t the King ever ar- 
rive? Ah! There he was. At last, 
Alfonso was entering his box, and the 
score was now 5—3 in Tilden’s fa- 
vor. Now watch him play tennis to 
suit the king’s taste. 

But now, Cochet, with renewed 
confidence born of his miraculous re- 
prieve, was a terrible antagonist—an 
antagonist who had no idea of being 
served up as a dainty dish to the King. 
Tilden, getting down to _ business 
again, found that he couldn’t keep his 
shots inside when he wanted to, and 
that even when they did stay in they 
always kept coming back. Still, he 
wasn’t worried. For wasn’t the match 
young, and didn’t he hold the world’s 


5) 
record as a winner of fifth sets? 


EFORE he sailed from America 

Tilden had stated that he was 
undertaking his extensive tour, for 
one thing, to find out whether his knee 
would stand the gaff, so that, in case 
it wouldn’t, he could make way for 
someone else on the Davis Cup team. 
But it seems that he overlooked the 
fact that he was thirty-four years old 
and that it might be his stamina that 
would not stand the gaff. 

All too late he realized his mistake. 
They were in the fifth set, and his 
strength was ebbing fast, while Co- 
chet, a stone wall that catapulted 
everything back, was still in the plen- 
itude of his physical strength. How 
Tilden must have wished that he had 
made the most of his power while it 
lasted! If only Alfonso had arrived 
ten minutes earlier. It was a great 
struggle to the last point, but the 
handwriting was on the ball long be- 
fore that, and so the American again 


fell before the youth who had brought 
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ooline Brocin 
Reo tileir ; 
creams &-létions 


to overcome “‘skin-fatigue” 


EXCESSIVE fatigue of the skin in 

warm weather may not seem 
very important at the moment. Yet 
this tired state is a real forerunner 
of age-lines . . . of coarse pores... 
of sallowness . . . of a drooping, 
shapeless contour. 


The refreshing, youth-reviviag 
creams and lotions created by 
HELENA RUBINSTEIN (world’s fore- 
most beauty specialist) definitely 
counteract skin-fatigue! They aid, 
actively, in keeping the facial tis- 
sues youthfully firm, the contour 
braced, the skin exquisitely fine! 


FOR DAILY HOME CARE 
IN WARM WEATHER 


Valaze Water Lily Cream—cleanses won- 
derfully—keeps complexion soft-toned, en- 
trancing. 2.50. 


Valaze Beautifying Skinfood — bleaches 
mildly, purifies—creates exquisite delicacy of 
skin. 1.00, 2.50. 


Valaze Extrait—a gentle, amazingly effective 
anti-wrinkle lotion. 2.50. 


Valaze Liquidine—absorbs oiliness—corrects 
shine on nose. 1.50. 


Valaze Sunproof Cream—prevents 
freckles and sunburn. 1.00, 2.00. 


FOR A QUICK “FRESHENING UP” 
VISIT THE SALON 


Nothing is quite so exhilarating—so bracing—so 
youthifying as a RUBINSTEIN BEAUTY 
TREATMENT — these warm fatiguing days. 
Soothing fingertips skillfully administer the 
precious, stimulative Valaze creams and lotions 

. quickly whisking away that tired, careworn 
look . sending you forth fresh as a wind- 
blown poppy! 


Valaze Powders, Rouges, Lipsticks 
exquisitely pure—protective to the 
most delicate skin—intensely flatter- 
ing tones. (1.00 to 5.50.) 


Procure your Rubinstein Beauty Preparations a! 
the better stores—or order direct from Dept. N-/. 


Nelend hibintlein 


46 West 57th Street 
NEW YORK 


tan, 


PARIS LONDON 
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Old Briar 


i - 4- TOBACCO -=’ ae 
THE BEST PIPE SMOKE EVER MADE!” *.; 
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SS) HE most convincing thing in the world about Old Briar 
Tobacco is the whole-hearted praise of the smoker himself. It's just 
plain common sense that pipe smokers are turning to the best tobacco 
they can get. A pipeful of Old Briar costs so little, they are en- 
titled to it! 

Light up your pipe full of Old Briar. Draw in the ripe fragrance 
of this wonderful tobacco. Enjoy its full, pleasant aroma— its extra 
smoothness—its comfort. Smoke it awhile. Notice how mild and cool 
it is— how completely satisfying! Now, you know why a world of 
pipe smokers are welcoming Old Briar— the ladies, too, enjoy its 
fragrance. 

It has taken years of scientific knowledge in the art of mellowing 
and blending, and generations of tobacco culture, to produce Old Briar. 


Step by step Old Briar has been developed—step by step perfected. 


And, every day, thousands of pipe smokers are proving for them- 
selves that Old Briar is the best pipe smoke they ever had. 
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CAN YOU IMAGINE 
this surging theatre throng 
along Broadway all agreeing 
on one star as the greatest? Of 
course not! Yet this throng is 
but a fraction of vast multi- 
tudes of smokers who are wel- 
coming and praising one pipe 
tobacco—Old Briar—as «the 
best pipe smoke ever made.”’ 









IF YOUR DEALER DOES NOT 
HAVE OLD BRIAR 8¥- 716 


Tear out this coupon and mail to: 
United States Tobacco Co., Richmond, Ya.,U.S.A. 


SPECIAL OFFER: tt costs so little to smoke a pipeful 
of the best Tobacco ever made, you are entitled to enjoy it. 
We will mail you the regular OLD BRIAR 50c Humidor 
Box on receipt of this coupon with your name and address. 
In addition, we will send you a 25c pocket package of OLD 
BRIAR—extra—if you send us your dealer’s name. Send no 
ro an but pay the Postman only 50c when he delivers the 
tobacco. 





Print Name -____.___--_- Pe Sy Ns eee et RE 


ps a ee nt ne eer 


City and State -_- sei scale a is acacia da aaa fl 


Your Dealer’s Name ’ DS ee RR Ren Oe Oe 


0 a Ee a 


If you prefer—send stamps, money order or check with coupon. 
Tear out the coupon now, while it’s handy. 


A world of pipe smokers have learned for themselves 
that a pipeful of OLD BRIAR costs only a fraction of 
a cent more than a pipeful of ordinary tobacco. Of all 
the pleasures man enjoys, pipe smoking costs about 
the least. 


TO DEALERS: Old Briar is sold in Pocket packages at 25c and Humidor boxes at 50c, $1.00 and $2.00. If your jobber has not supplied you, 
write us and we will send you a supply by prepaid Parcel Post at regular Dealers’ prices. Every box and package of Old Briar has our unlimited guarantee. 


UNITED STATES TOBACCO COMPANY, RICHMOND, VIRGINIA, U. S. A, 
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“—because you love nice things” 




















RR flannels bring a grin to the face 
of the New ee. but isn’t it 
almost as fantastic to wear regular 
weight underthings, when I//usion has 
been created for warm days? 


This cobweb sheer silk undefwear— 
cool as a cloud—made its début last 
ear. Illusion’s delightful, diaphanous 
eauty is matched > its remarkable 
service. 


Write—If you cannot find ‘‘Illusion”’ 
at your favorite shop: 


VAN RAALTE CO. 
Dept. A, 295 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


VAN RAALTE 


22222: = Silk Underwear 


Silk Gloves, Stockings, Glove Silk Underwear 














his six-year reign to an end at Forest 
Hills. 

Beaten by Cochet at Wimbledon 
and by Lacoste at St. Cloud, Til- 
den returns with the realization that 
he has made his task all the hard- 
er in his American campaign as the 
result of his fatiguing, over-done for- 
eign tour. Primed with confidence 
as a result of these victories, the 
French are going to be all the harder 
to beat at Germantown and Forest 


Hills. 


UT don’t shed any tears over Mr. 

Tilden. Just remember that he 

was three times at match-point against 

Lacoste and that he made Cochet look 

like a rank novice for almost three 
sets. 

He’ll still take plenty of beat- 
ing. No footfaults are going to be 
called on him in the United States, 
because no one ever saw him make one 
over here, and Tilden isn’t always go- 
ing to miss lines by an inch when he 
is at match-point. 

And neither, it is devoutly to be 
wished, will he let his instinct for the 
dramatic get the best of his discretion 
again, even if the Prince of Wales 
should arrive at the stadium, at match- 
point, with Lindbergh at his side. 

—A. D. 


SOLID GOLDFISH 


“Pedigreed goldfish are now being 
offered for sale at fancy prices.”— 
News item. 


HIS, of course, was inevitable 

—as inevitable as the discovery 

of millions upon millions of 
bottles of genuine pre-war liquor 
years after the war. ‘The common, 
or bootleg, goldfish which may be ob- 
tained for twenty-five cents apiece in 
the numerous swimeasies around town 
is no longer in demand among the 
élite; your true connoisseur insists 
upon a goldfish that can stand the acid 
test, and it is to assist him in his choice 


-|that the following little brochure has 


been prepared. 

In selecting a goldfish, a thing many 
people are only too likely to do care- 
lessly or not at all, painstaking atten- 
tion should be paid to three points— 
intelligence, loyalty and breeding. Let 
me cite the case of my own little pet, 
Osiris III (by Ra II—Isis XIV-XXI, 
incl.), who has been awarded blue 
ribbons at every goldfish show ever 


held in Madison Square Garden and 
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who, when we lived in West Newton, 
Massachusetts, was entered in the At- 
lantic City contest under the name 
of “Miss West Newton, Massa- 
chusetts.” 

Osiris III was originally the prop- 
erty of Aunt Emmaline, who died in 
1906, and who inherited him from 
the estate of her grandfather, Gen- 
eral Penobscot of the Penobscot-Bays. 
Every Sunday morning for years after 
her demise he would flop noisily around 
in his bowl until I consented to take 
him out to the grave. For hours he 
would lie there, practically stagnant, 


looking at the tombstone, and it was , 


all I could do to tear him away. 

Later he transferred his affections 
to me—Aunt Emmaline was rather a 
nuisance, anyway, and nobody could 
be fond of her very long—and after 
that we were inseparable, he being es- 
pecially inseparable. 


was the Atlantic City contest 
that brought me true proof of 
Osiris’ loyalty. When it became ap- 
parent that he was not going to win 
the first prize he became disgruntled 
and swam out to sea, and we all 
thought he was lost. ‘Three months 
later, to the very day, he returned to 
our home in West Newton, a fact all 
the more remarkable considering the 
fact that West Newton is (or was, 
up until 1911) an inland town, many 
miles removed from the water. 

No parvenu goldfish will do a thing 
like that. 

Osiris III practically pays for his 
own keep, since he lays millions of 
eggs a year (it is the male goldfish 
which lays eggs, but only when swim- 
ming upstream—an effect that can be 
easily produced by tilting the bowl) 
and I color them during my spare 
moments and sell them at Eastertide. 
Incidentally, as a table delicacy, gold- 
fish eggs rival peacock eggs. 


—Tip B Iss 


These visitors should keep in touch 
with the magazine THE New YorKeER; 
it has the same relation to New York 
that Punch has to London. This is one 
of the reasons why some New Yorkers 
go to London.—Saturday Review of 
Literature. 

We’ve read the above sixty-eight 
times, and still don’t know whether 
to classify it under our Hoopla De- 
artment or our Go Climb a Tree 
Department. Until we reach a deci- 
sion, we are going to continue pub- 

hing, 
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LPIA 
Yi Z that add an outdoor room 
_.. of the apartments at the Beverly 
have outside terraces. Each enjoys a 
sweeping view—a quiet, delightful place to 
relax, to enjoy the panorama of the greatest 
city, a place to rest in the balmy breezes that 
sweep along in the upper air. Truly, with such 
a garden one can be “sitting on top of the 
world.” 
Too, French doors, adding stateliness and dig- 
nity, casement windows lending their cozy 
charm, spacious rooms—all help in interpreting 
the atmosphere of a fine city home. 


THE APARTMENT HOTEL 
OF MANY TERRACES 


50th Street at Lexington Avenue 


Its convenient location on the margin of 

the Grand Central district, combined with 

a cuisine and service unexcelled, will make 

The Beverly a particularly desirable City 

residence—at a price extremely reasonable. 

Furnished or unfurnished apartments 
of 1, 2, 3. and 4 rooms or larger 

Occupancy, Summer 1927 
AGENT ON PREMISES 

Plans and descriptive folder on request 
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Douglas L.Elliman & Ca., Inc. 
4 Renting Agent 
15 East 49th Street Plaza 9200 
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Est & Company are proudly 
gloating, and rightly too, over 
their selection of sweaters on 

the main floor. First of all, there 
are the simple slipovers in lovely plain 
colors, which can be adorned with 
your initials if you want their severity 
relieved by this light touch. Then 
the Glenconner sweaters in soft heath- 
er mixtures with narrow contrasting 
stripes at suitable intervals. ‘These are 
particularly smart and can be worn 
with either a homespun skirt or one 
made of some woollen material to 
match. The selection, with stripes of 
varying widths, culminates in sweaters 
consisting of three broad bands in dif- 
ferent shades of one color. Pleated 
skirts of silk can be made up to go 
with any of these. An ensemble con- 
sisting of a bouclette blouse and a 
crépe de Chine skirt is finished at the 
neck and cuffs with bands of crépe 
de Chine. 

In the bathing department the coun- 
terpart to the Glenconner sweater is 
found in the Fortmason bathing suit. 
This is a two-piece suit in solid colors 
with small horizontal stripes in con- 
trasting shades, with trunks to match 
or in a plain color. Also in this de- 
partment, a wide selection of water- 
proof bags for the safe transportation 
of wet bathing suits. 

The summer handbags include 
woven straws in various colors, bags 
of hand-blocked linen in gay designs, 
and—for use in the evening—en- 
velope purses in various shades of soft 
velvet. 

In the shoe department a new ver- 
sion of the Len-Glen tennis shoe, 
which has Peel oxford lacings and is 
known as the Ghillie. —The Len-Glen 
shoe itself is a perfectly plain white 
buckskin tennis oxford, without a heel, 
and is the most correct and comfor- 
table footgear for tennis. Both of 
these shoes are of English make. 


N this season of weekend visits it is 
wise to arrive at your destination 
with a gift for your hostess, or her 
offspring, tucked under one arm. For 
this purpose Saks-Fifth Avenue has 


FEMININE FASHIONS 


some very good suggestions 
to be found, respectively, at 
the candy counter and in the 
toy department. First of all 
the candy. The selection is 
limited to just one brand, 
known as the Chocolats Bagatelle. 
These candies are made in America 
from French recipes, and are another 
blow at the theory that good candy 
cannot be bought in this country. The 
selection of chocolate-covered candies 
includes fruits, nuts, nougat, ginger, 
pistachio, cocoanut and caramels. Once 
you have sampled these you can order 
special boxes of your favorites. Then 
there is a box containing candied or- 
ange peel dipped in chocolate, and lit- 
tle pyramids concealing beneath their 
chocolate surface a generous and deli- 
cious bit of orange marmalade. There 
are boxes of amusing chocolate figures 
for children, and jars of sigar rose- 
petals and buds flavored with pepper- 
mint, to be used as table decorations 
and to be devoured later in the réle 
of after-dinner mints. During the 
summer time no candy that will be 
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 


There are rocking-horses, and rocking- 
camels, and even an almost life-sized 
giraffe with a back broad enough to 
carry two children. A ludicrows wood- 
en elephant has a black and white 
checked sailor hat perched between his 
ears, a pair of spectacles on what 
might politely be called his nose, and 
a most engaging habit of flopping his 
ears and waving his trunk when he is 
pulled around the floor. A white rab- 
bit with a blue velvet Lord Fauntleroy 
suit rides a velocipede, and Galloping 
Gus is a dappled horse with a striking 
resemblance to Spark Plug, and a 
hilariously floppy set of legs. 

A tremendous fort with a moat and 
drawbridge is guarded by an imposing 
array of soldiers, and a line of ani- 
mals properly paired is winding its 
way into Noah’s Ark. There are two- 
car garages for the doll’s suburban 
home. A milk wagon drawn by a 
sturdy steed has a complete selection 
of cans in sizes appropriate for a 
doll’s ration of milk and cream, and 
a farmyard boasts all the domestic 
animals, carefully watched over by a 
farmer and his wife and dog. There 
are loads and loads of navigable 
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Oo. SoGtLow 


On Beautifying the City 


affected by warm weather is sold, and 
consequently, the fudge days—Tues- 
day and Friday, to wit—have now 
been postponed until September. These 
days are a great event in the life of 
Saks-Fifth Avenue and anyone tasting 
the fudge will know why. 

In the toy department a gift for any 
age or type of child may be chosen 
from a collection of everything from 
rattles to miniature electric steamers. 


boats, some that have to be wound, 
others run by electricity and a few 
equipped with miniature steam en- 


gines. Dogs range from a_ large 


wire-haired terrier on wheels to a de- 
spondent yellow hound pup with im- 
mense drooping ears. Archery sets and 
croquet sets, ninepins, and games of 
a politer nature for rainy days—I 
might as well stop right here, there 
being no end to the number of things 
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you can buy in this ingenious depart- 
ment. 


HE fastidious woman who is as 

particular in choosing her ciga- 
rettes as she is with the details of her 
costume will find in the office of 
Brennig’s Own, at 501 Fifth Avenue, 
a selection of cigarettes to delight her 
heart at all times of the day. These 
cigarettes, which come in various sizes, 
are all made by hand of pure Turkish 
tobacco. For informal use they are 
plain, or with cork or straw tip, and 
your nickname is scrawled across them 
in your own handwriting. For eve- 
ning the tip is of gold or platinum and 
the cigarette is marked with a severely 
plain monogram or even a crest—if 
you can find any ancestral excuse for 
using one. Yacht signals or any per- 
sonal insignia you may wish to design 
can also be used, and for sumptuous 
weddings the cigarettes can be made 
up with initials to match those on the 
boxes of wedding cake. I suppose you 
could even have a reproduction of your 
own image if the idea struck you as 
cute. Anyway, Brennig is ready to 
satisfy your every whim in the way 
of marking, and the cigarettes are of 
a very fine quality. I heartily recom- 
mend them. —K. J. 


AS TO MEN 
Why Waves Go Mad 
ASHIONS which owe their con- 


ception to the ingenuity of cloth- 
ing manufacturers have seldom estab- 
lished records for stability, nor have 
their creators received awards for 
excellence in design. It is a fact 
scarcely controvertible that true fash- 
ions—for men, at any rate—are 
evolved rather than invented, and that 
the manufacturer is usually on the re- 
ceiving end of a sound innovation. 

When this entirely reasonable pro- 
cess is inverted, a circumstance which 
occurs often in these days of nation- 
wide prosperity and correspondingly 
easy sales, the result is usually unfor- 
tunate. Uppermost in my mind is the 
greatly abused bathing suit which, 
until recently, was a garment highly 
satisfactory for bathing and one, with- 
al, that offered no affront to the by- 
stander’s vision. ‘The wearers, per- 
haps, were more culpable in this lat- 
ter respect, but with them we are, for 
the moment, less concerned. 

Given, then, the familiar com- 
bination of shirt and trunks in 
solid colors or, possibly, in mild con- 
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Jewelry 
That Grows Like a 


Flower 


PIECE of 
jewelry grows under a 
master’s hand like a flower 
—naturally and with con- 
sonant purpose.@ UpaLtte” 
BatLou jewelry always 
possesses purpose—the nor- 

mal blossoming of 
an idea. 


Usall Ballou 


Jewelers 
FIFTH AVENUE 
AT FIFTY-SEVENTH STREET 
NEW YORK 


re) 


NEWPORT, R. I. 
MIAMI BEACH, FLA. 
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Gedemode 
Sale 


$9.75 7 8 


(570 Fifth Ave. shop only) 





Mignon 


Exquisite models for all oc- 
casions—from regular stock. 
Ample variety of size and 
style for the prompt visitor. 
All hosiery and imported 
buckles reduced 20%. 


No C. O. D’s—No Returns 


Gedemode 


Feminine (Footwear 
570 Fifth Ave above 46° 











trast, the public was content to accept 
it and to go about its aquatic sports 
without further ado. Not so the 
manufacturers. Recognizing that cer- 
tain young bloods had expressed a 
preference for, say, a white top or 
one of barred blue and white to be 
worn with solid blue shorts, they were 
seized with a tremendous idea. Here 
was a Trend! And a Trend, you 
know, is a Significant Factor in Big 
Business, and not lightly to be ignored. 
Jazz was the note. The bucks h-d 
decreed that the bathing costume was 
due for a jazzing process. You may 
inspect the results in the shops. 

Bathing suits striped in broad di- 
agonals, bathing suits checkered, Im- 
pressionistic bathing suits, Frankl 
Gallery bathing suits, neo-Dada bath- 
ing suits, gaga bathing suits. ‘The 
only solution for the sensitive-minded 
is to stick to the old swimmin’ hole. 


A‘ Tripler’s I came across light 
raincoats that are among the best 
I have seen this year. They are loose, 
well-cut, raglan sleeved, and made of 
tan or white mercerized cotton which 
has been treated to the usual water- 
proofing process. The price is $16.50 
and white is the smarter model. Also 
at Tripler’s I saw polo coats of Kash- 
mir de luxe, a sort of smooth, close- 
woven camel’s hair. These coats, 
worn with large white buttons, are the 
last gasp for sports wear, and cost 
$140. 

But the prize Tripler item, so it 
seemed to me, was slacks of white 
gabardine. ‘They are washable, cool, 
smarter for informal wear than either 
flannels or tennis ducks, and a pleasant 
departure from the usual when worn 
with either a flannel blazer or a red- 
brown gabardine sports coat. They 
are priced at $10. 


I AM informed by Best & Company 
that they have the exclusive agency 
for Fortnum & Mason shoes in the 
United States and that, therefore, my 
recent statement that these shoes were 
procurable only at the Fortmason shop 
is incorrect. The Fortmason shop, 
as a unit of the manufacturers, would 
not, it seems, be listed as an agency. 
While we’re on the delicate subject 
of exclusiveness I seem to have left 
a bit hazy, in a recent comment, ‘the 
fact that McAfee shoes, sold at Saks- 
Fifth Avenue, are sold there exclu- 
sively. Still speaking of shoes, Slater’s 
is having its midsummer sale, an ex- 
cellent provocation to buy first-class 
domestic footwear, —BowLeR 
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Your Land and 
My Land 


Carl Fenton’s Orchestra 


“Your Land and My Land’’—fox trot 
“Silver Moon’’—from “My Maryland" 3537 


“You Don’t Like it—Not Much” 
“‘Where the Wild Wild Flowers Grow’ — 


fox trots—vocal chorus by FrankSylvano 3557 


“Variety Stomp”—fox trots 


‘“‘Phantom Blues” —Fess Williams’ Royal 
Flush Orchestra 3532 


Always something new on 
Brunswick Records 





There’s new snap, rhythm and pep in 
*‘Light-Ray’’ records 


. 
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MUSICAL 
EVENTS 


The Stadium: It Rains 
But It Never Bores 


HE opening 

of the Sta- 
dium Concerts up 
at dear old C.C. 
N. Y. was all wet, 
as the more 
learned critics 
have it in summer. Mr. Van Hoog- 
straten, however, has been conducting 
the Philharmonic Orchestra on or 
about 136th Street for five years, and 
the rain didn’t take any fire out of 
his “Liebestod.” Although he had to 
start his season in the Great Hall 
(the name applies to the dimensions 
rather than to the acoustics), he proved 
again that he is a singularly ingratiat- 
ing leader. 

With fifty-six programs to play 
in fifty-six nights, the Philharmonic 
naturally is not burdened with super- 
fluous rehearsal time, but possibly this 
very lack of intensive preparation 
makes for a curiously electric quality 
in the Stadium performances. The 
men have no opportunity to weary 
even of Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony, 
and there usually is the “illusion of 
the first time” in their playing. This 
does not mean that there are uncon- 
ventional entrances and uncalled-for 
cadenzas at the Stadium. There is 
rather an alertness which communi- 
cates itself quickly to the serious 
boys and girls who attend the nightly 


concerts, 
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E suspect that the Stadium audi- 

ence is in many ways the best 
that the city has. It has a few eccentri- 
cities, such as a passion forthe “Liebes- 
traum,” which occasionally is dusted 
off and produced as an encore, but 
it also has independence. As the 
Stadium Concerts are not reviewed ex- 
tensively, the Stadium audience can 
form its own opinions. It has to. If 
you don’t understand something that 
is played at the Stadium, that is your 
misfortune, because there will be no 
illuminating digest for you the next 
morning from Messrs. Gilman, Hen- 
derson, Chotzinoff and Downes. Not 
ey Mme. Olga Samaroff, whose 
musical peregrinations are notable for 
: acreage, is present for the Sta- 
Qlium 


(he Stadium is for our old friend 





FEAR 


aS a passenger 











drive behind 
ordinary 


= glass 


YOUR WINDSHIELD—a plate of glass that may shatter in a slight 
traffic bump, that will shatter in an accident into razor sharp pieces 
of flying glass, cutting, perhaps blinding, permanently disfiguring, 
or even worse. 

WINDOWS OF YOUR CAR—each one a threat to those riding 
with you, should they shatter as they so easily do. 





r 


Will you continue to drive with fear, or will you 
BE SAFE from the menace of flying glass? 


7 . . 
Clear-Vision 
—THE GLASS THAT 
WILL NOT SHATTER 
WILL PROTECT YOU 
In an accident it may crack but it will not shatter so cannot fly 
and cut. Sixty-five percent of all injuries in accidents, last year, were 
due to flying glass. Be safe yourself, guard the safety of those driv- 
ing with you by having your car Triplex equipped. 
THE TRIPLEX SAFETY GLASS COMPANY OF NORTH AMERICA, INC. 


Hoboken Terminal Hoboken, N. J. 


Mail this coupon for your own peace of mind. 





GENTLEMEN : —Without obligation on my part, please mail 


The New York Triplex . . 
me the facts about Triplex, the glass that will not shatter. 


Safety Glass Co., Inc. 
110-114 West End Avenue 
New York City 


Telephone Address 
Endicott 1376-1377 


Name 








Make of car Model Year 
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UNKERS to the left of him 

and traps to the right! 2 
down and 3 to go! This is a 
situation that calls for a far- 
flying Silver King, for this is a 
place where a man needs all the 
help that this best of good golf 


balls can give him! 
*Reg U.S Pat Off. 
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NEW YORK BOSTON PHILADELPHIA 


CHICAGO MEMPHIS LOS ANGELES 


Wholesale Golf Distributors 











who doesn’t know much about music, 
but knows what he likes, because there 
is hardly anyone except the Messrs. 
Brady, Noble, Sanborn and Stokes to 
tell him why he shouldn’t like it. It 
also is decidedly for anyone who likes 
his music al fresco, not only physically 
but mentally. Details may be blown 
into Convent Avenue or to the Bronx, 
but the design of a masterwork stands 
out impressively. 

It also is a pleasure to report that 
the supply of soft, dry mats seems to 
have been replenished, and that if you 
arrive early, you can get one that 
is not only soft but also dry. 


—R. A. S. 


NEW POPULAR MUSIC 


It Iswt the Heat, It’s the 
Humidity 


CS 3 HE midsum- 
(Na: 7 mer song crop 
Seesce is more notable for 


its limpness than 
for its warmth. 
Most of the latest 
ditties are moist and 
languorous, and our bet is that not 
many of them will survive the next 
hot spell. 

Although the general run of songs 
is as dull as a fraternal lodge’s male 
quartet, a few airs are free from the 
prevailing stickiness. One is “When 
Day Is Done,” which used to be 
known as “Madonna,” when it was a 
Viennese hit. The original title might 
have been retained. In any case, it’s 
a charming fox-trot, with melancholy 
minors in the accompaniment. 

The lyrics are literate, or has this 
ceased to be news? 

Another bright spot is “Fifty Mil- 
lion Frenchmen Can’t Be Wrong,” 
a magnificent idea, developed with 
something less than magnificence. 

A few more cooling drafts in the 
prevalent murkiness are: 

LONESOME AND Me. So sad, but 
daintily sad. 

Jusr Like a BurrerFiy. The 
butterfly is “lost in the rain.” The 
tune is rather pretty, not being so 
drenched as the text. 

SHE’s Gor “Ir.” Not so naughty 
as you might think, but not too nice, 
either. In other words, just the song 
for the whole family. 

Macnoiia. Maybe a hit, this 
thing. 

ForcivE Me. What do you sup- 
pose is the theme of this ballad? How- 
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The ADMIRABLE 
MARGUERY 


RICHTON—Barrie’s own 
super-butler — would 
Zive his unqualified approv- 
al to the Marguery. Here 
may be found the ultimate 
in 300d livin}—spacious 
one to six room suites fur- 
nished and unfurnished 
available bytheyear. Durin}, 
the summer months you may 
enjoy the charms of the Mar- 
auery for little more than 
the average hotel charges. 





PARIS TRANSPLANTED 


Here in the new “PAVILION 
MARGUERY” 


an authentic scene from the Bois 
de Boulogne is created in the 
heart of fashionable New York. 
On summer evenings you may 
dine and dance “al fresco’’ in 
the pleasant Parisian fashion. 


HOTEL MARGUERY 


PARK AVENUE 
AT 477 STREET 


NEW YORK 
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ever, there’s nothing unpardonable. 

Just THE Same. Lesser Donald- 
son (this isn’t the name of somebody 
in the “Bronx Ballads”; it’s a com- 
ment on the tune). 

SaLuTA. Major Donaldson (not a 
military title). One of the infre- 
quent 6/8 outbursts of the season, and 
one that ought to keep its writers in 
niblicks. 

You Don’r Like Ir—Nor 
MucH! Yes, we are collegiate! 

Two. An unusually good tune, 
composed, we hear, by a symphony 
flautist. 

SiInc Me a Basy Sona. Let’s end 
on a major chord. ‘This looks like a 
natural. ‘The final measures of the 
chorus may sound like Grieg to some 
of you! —Pop 


THE SCULPTOR OF 
MINETTA LANE 


He sits upon the mantelpiece 

And thumbs a metaphoric nose 

At statuary found in Greece, 
And in repose. 


For, lo! all living sculpture must 

Be motile, tense, and turbulent, 

Betraying anger, fear, or lust, 
Ebullient. 


The Golden Age was really dark, 
He says, and whirls a bony fist 
At each imaginary arch- 


Fologist. 


His latest masterpiece, called “Love 

In Four Dimensions,” looks to us 

Like half a dozen pieces of 
Asparagus. 


Oh, piteous and indigent, 

I fear you would not sleep in peace 

If you knew what an argument 
You are—for Greece. 


—A. K. L. 
e 


His writings have been the source of 
much local comment. Some have even 
likened him to the immoral Shakespeare. 
—Johnstown (Pa.) Tribune. 


The Bad of Avon. 
e 


MUSICIAN—Bachelor with references 
will store baby grand piano for use of 
same in high class apartment.—Adv. in 
the Detroit News. 

We will gladly store a piece of old- 
tashioned strawberry shortcake on the 

me terms. 
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JACKET, WAISTCOAT, TROUSERS AND KNICKERS 


CUT WITH A FULL REGARD FOR SUMMER ELEGANCE 
AND COMFORT AND SECURABLE IN SELF PAT- 
TERNS OF HERRINGBONE, STRIPES AND CHECKS; 
NEAT CONTRASTING 


THIRTY-DOLLARS 


READY-TO- PUT-ON 








FIFTH AVENUE AT FORTY-SIXTH STREET 
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FREE upon request 
“CONTRACT BRIDGE” 


prepared by 
WILBUR C. WHITEHEAD 
for John Ward Men’s 
Shoes. Call at any of 
the stores or address 
John Ward Men’s 
\ Shoes, Broadway 







at 38th Street, New 
York City 





lew ween aoe 
edad oxry 


You get savings, 
not skimpings 


OUR John Wards are 

quality shoes, the equal in 
every particular of those selling 
for many dollars more. 


But we know how shoes 
should be so/d as well as how 
they should be made. 


Therefore, though the shoes 
themselves are the finest, they 
sell for only $7 to $11. , 


ohn ward 


Inven’s Shoes 


INCORPORATED — REG. U. S. PAT’. OFF. 
—equal value in men’s hose, too! 
42nd Street 
between Madison and Fifth Avenues 
Broadway, just below 38th 


Other convenient shops in New York, 
Brooklvn, Philadelphia, Boston 
‘and Newark 














TEE AND 
GREEN 


Predictions—Boxers and 
Golfers — The Smelly 
Seventeenth—H andicaps 


HEN Walter Ha- 
gen, writing in the 
World, picked Bobby 
Jones to win the English 
Open, a good many peo- 
Ak ple felt discouraged about 
} i , tog Joes chances. “That’s 
' the last straw,” one golf- 
er said to me. “He'll lose, sure.” It 
is true, of course, that Hagen hasn’t 
been lucky with his predictions, but 
few of the great company of sporting 
writers who earn their living by mak- 
ing predictions are ever right. It 
doesn’t matter, anyway; if the man 
you pick doesn’t win you can write 
another article explaining why you 
were wrong. 

Hagen, if he keeps on predicting, 
may some day reach the status of Gen- 
tleman Jim Corbett, who picks the 
boxing winners. Whenever Corbett 
picks a man to win, there is a change 
in the betting in favor of the other 
man. But the articles signed by Hagen 
are always interesting and they con- 
tain flights of fancy writing about 
“many a good shot and many a bad 
one over the sand dunes at Deal and 
St. Andrews and amid the glorious 
flowers that bloom about the upland 
course of Surrey.” 

Walter Hagen, however, is a keen 
judge of golfers, and when he picked 
Jones he did more than give his ac- 
colade to the logical favorite. I don’t 
know that Jones was the logical fa- 
vorite for the British Open at all; a 
hard winter at his studies had not 
helped his golf; he played raggedly 
in the Open at Oakmont, and both 
Kirkwood and Jim Barnes did better 
than he in the first qualifying rounds 
at St. Andrews. 





F any boxing fans had watched the 
seventeenth hole in the long four- 
ball match played last week at the 
Fresh Meadow Club, Armour and 
Cruickshank against Hagen and Sara- 
zen, they would have said the match 
was fixed; it was in the bag for Hagen 
and Sarazen; Armour and Cruick- 
shank had been paid to throw it. 
That seventeenth hole certainly 
looked odd. Until that hole Armour 
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25 WEST FORTY-FIFTH ST. 


THE 
CENTRAL 
BUILDING 


NEw YorK CITY 








ux Central Build- 


ing is a modern, thor- 
oughly equipped and 
serviced office build- 
ing offering floor space 
at the lowest compara- 
tive rates to be found 
in the Grand Central 
zone. Its planning was 
done with an intelli- 
gent consideration of 
every present-day bus- 


iness need. 


A few of the lower 
floors have been thrown 
open and are particu- 
larly adapted to show- 
They 
are provided with spe- 
cially designed illumi- 


room purposes. 


nation. 








| Occupancy may be made at once. 


Agent on premises. 
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and Cruickshank seemed like winners. 
They started in the lead, kept ahead 
with halved holes until the seventh 
(where Hagen dropped an amazing 
putt) and took the edge again at the 
tenth, where Armour made one of 
the best iron shots I have ever seen. 
His tee shot caught a deep trap. He 
was 170 yards from the green and 
had to carry. He took a No. 3 iron, 
looked the shot over for almost a 
minute (Armour has a talent for de- 
liberation in crises) and sent his ball 
fifteen feet from the pin. He sank 
the putt for a birdie. On the six- 
teenth he made another beautiful iron 
shot—a long mashie pitch which came 
within three feet of holing. He and 
his partner were one up and seemed 
to have the match where they wanted 
it. ‘hen came the hole that would 
have seemed, to anyone judging golf 
by the standards of boxing, so smelly. 

It was just as if Armour and 
Cruickshank, having got down a good- 
sized bet against themselves, and now 
afraid that by a fluke they might win 
the match they had meant only to con- 
test, had agreed to throw this hole in 
a way that would keep any freak of 
luck from making them win it. As 
if taking aim, Tommy Armour, the 
most accurate iron-shot player in golf, 
popped his approach into the trap at the 
left of the green. Carefully, with the 
same deliberation, Cruickshank sent 
his ball into the trap on the right. 


A$ Hagen and Sarazen evened up 
4 4 the match, the people in the gal- 
lery showed some excitement. Each of 
the golfers had his own large and in- 
tensely partisan following, and a good 
deal of money, for a golf match, had 
been bet on the result. And here were 
Armour and Cruickshank making 
shots that were either ludicrously care- 
less or—well, as a wise fight operator 
would see it, the only thing that might 
divert suspicion from the performance 
was its painful obviousness. The boys, 
such a gentleman would tell you, 
shouldn’t throw it so easy. They ought 
to bluff they were still playing. But 
the match didn’t end on the eight- 
centh. Instead of leaving it tied, as 
‘customary, each side wanted to play 
it out. Armour and Cruickshank won 
on the fifth extra hole. 

lt only goes to show why you can’t 


Jjud golf professionals, who are 
Cleaner sportsmen than most amateurs, 
by the standards applied to fighters, 
Who are, most of them, not so corrupt 


as people think. To suggest that 
Armour and Cruickshank had really 





atalogy 


Sometimes the Sales Manager says ““Why don’t 
you show New Yorkers the extraordinary variety 
of Clark Lighters we sell?” 

We cannot show you all the models, but here 
is a page-full. The way we selected these was to 
draw lots—for there are Clark Lighters not 
displayed here that you might like equally well. 

If you want some special Lighter—or to have 
one made to your own design—write to us. 
Otherwise, good shops will show you their selec- 
tion of Clarks. 


CLARK 


LIGHTER 


W. G. CLARK & CO.., INC., NorTH ATTLEBORO, MASS. 
Showrooms 584 Fifth Avenue, New York 
Jewelers to men since 1881 w . 'G) 
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lau rels---for the 
American baker 


RUE, the inspiration came 

from the Old Biscuit Masters 
of Europe. But Beech-Nut Biscuits 
are American made. Rich, flaky, 
very delicious. And genuine! 
Cream means cream and butter 
means butter in the Beech-Nut 
Biscuit Dainties. Five varieties— 
each made with an individual 
care that smacks little of the com- 
mercial. Fresher than the import- 
ed. And the price ts way down 
the scale. 


FIVE VARIETIES 
Scot Cake Butter Sweets Cream Crackers 
Vanilla Tea Wafers Chocolate Tea Wafers 


Beech-Nut 
Biscuit Dainties 


“Each variety packed separately” 











thrown a match would be absurd, yet 
a corresponding charge is often made 
against boxers who are equally fine 
sportsmen. 

Armour, by the way, played through 
the match with a badly cut hand. This 
is the sort of disadvantage that every 
golfer has to face sometimes and for 
which’ no provision is made in the 
handicapping rules, though I once 
heard of an amateur golfer who asked 
to have a stroke added to his handicap 
because the hot-water boilers in the 
club where he was a guest made such 
a noise they kept him awake the night 
before the tournament. 


N England, lately, there has been 

a lot of discussion about handicaps. 
The British Golf Union issued a re- 
vised list of “Standard Scratch Scores” 
(British handicaps are based on scratch 
scores), which made white-waistcoated 
Tories in club windows call for pen 
and paper and write indignant letters 
to the London Times, quoting Livy, 
and signing themselves “St. Andrew” 
or “Gutta Percha.” It seems that 
Stoke Poges, one of the easiest courses 
on the island, was given a scratch score 
of 79, a stroke easier than Hoylake, 
the hardest course. The British Golf 
Union should recognize the danger of 
partisanship. Such errors strengthen 
the Liberal party and breed foment. 

Our native system of handicapping 
is more elastic than the English one. 
Years ago the United States Golf As- 
sociation issued an annual list of han- 
dicaps and a list of players eligible to 
play in the national amateur cham- 
pionship, but as the game got more 
and more popular the work of keeping 
up these lists became too expensive. 
Now all the handicapping is done by 
local associations—in New York, by 
the Metropolitan Golf Association. 
The clubs that belong to the associa- 
tion send in the club handicaps of 
their players, and the Metropolitan 
committee passes on the handicaps and 
assigns each man a Metropolitan 
rating. Last year the association listed 
over 900 names. Most of the Metro- 
politan ratings were lower than the 
club ratings. If a man has a low 
handicap the association knocks a 
stroke or two off it to make him re- 
member he is good. —N. B., Jr. 


YOUNG MAN wishes day’s work and 
also young woman.—New Rochelle 


(N.Y.) Standard-Star. 
If only he could realize how one 
vitiates the other! 
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These oxfords are the pres- 
ent season’s styles—models 
you'll be glad to wear this 
Summer and Early Fall. 
All were made in our own 
factory. 


At regular retail prices they 
were a real investment. At 
our SALE PRICES they 


are a bargain. 


You will find—in any of 
our Shops—a good selec- 
tion of sizes, leathers and 
styles. 


This mark on the soles of shoes identifies them as 


genuine Goodyear Welts. 


NEW YORK SHOPS 


350 Madison Ave. 131 West 42nd St. 
153 Broadway 1263 Broadway 
365 Broadway 1843 Broadway 


BROOKLYN: 367 Fulton Street 
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THE RACE 
TRACK 


Kentucky 2nd Not the 
Colt of the Year-—Ups 
and Downs at Empire 
City 


S Kentucky 2nd 
trailed in, well 
beaten, behind Do- 
lan and Copiapo in 
the Mt. Vernon 





City I could hardly 
believe this was the same colt that led 
Chance Shot home in the Dwyer 
Stakes a week before. Charley 
Schwartz and his trainer, Max Hirsch, 
were so confident, the colt seemed to 
be improving with every race and 
stripped so well in the paddock 
(though I think him plain-looking), 
that the Fates seemed propitious. But 
after meeting no mishaps in the early 
running, Kentucky 2nd seemed to lose 
his action and to be climbing, going off 
the backstretch; and he was a beaten 
horse a quarter of a mile from home. 
In spite of his victory at twelve fur- 
longs I do not think he is a stayer— 
I think he was very lucky; and if he 
accepts the issue in the Empire City 
Derby on Saturday against Bois de 
Rose and Black Panther he will fare 
no better than he did in the Mt. 
Vernon, provided Bois de Rose is bet- 
ter ridden than he was in the Dwyer. 


OR a colt that has been travelling 

in express cars to Chicago and 
Latonia, Dolan stripped well and out- 
looked his field in the Mt. Vernon 
Handicap. Slow to begin, he had made 
up sufficient ground by the time Mote 
and Son of John had raced themselves 
cut of the picture to be in a challeng- 
ing position when Copiapo took a 
lively interest in the proceedings. 
Through the run-in they gave the sort 
of finish the half-holiday crowd loves 
—and I think Old Man Callahan out- 


rode Laverne Fator at the end. 


T is just possible that Pete Coyne 

and Earl Sande were a bit con- 
temptuous of Chance Shot’s opposition 
in the Dwyer Stakes and thereby en- 
compassed the defeat of Mr. Widen- 
er’s good colt. Chance Shot was not 
quite wound up to concert’ pitch for 
. mile-and-a-half race and Sande’s 
instructions were to wait off the pace. 
Sande does not always obey riding in- 








A PRIVATE GARDEN TERRACE 
AT"THE DORSET" 


Suburban Seclusion 
mid Urban Activity 


HE Dorset offers this delightful 
‘Daum. to a few discriminat- 
ing families who require city apart- 
ments of country-home spaciousness. 
“Stories high” above New York's 
most aristocratic street—the terraced 
roof apartments symbolize the Duplex 
in its finest expression—the result of 
years of prudent attention to town- 
home requirements. Huge salons ot 
double ceiling height, large sun-swept 
private terraces, over-size master 
chambers with private baths, sleeping 
porches, fireplaces and countless re- 

finements which the busy hostess 


; , will instantly appreciate. 
Other suites are Sim- , or 


plex from 2 to 5 rooms. Rentals from $7,400 to 
A feware maisonettes with $21,000 
private street entrances, Pee 
all with serving pantries "S 
and refrigeration. 
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THE SPORTS PERFUME: 


THE 


happy, loitering 
irresponsibility 
of the summer 
sportlover! This 
mood has been 
charmingly caught 
and interpreted 
in the enchanting 
perfume 


MUSARDISES 


The master 
perfumer, Gabilla, 
has again offered 


evidence of a des 
lightful inspiration. 
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MUSARDISES. 


THE SPORTS PERFUME 
in Bacearat Cryrtal ~- 








structions so implicitly, and his judg- 
ment of pace was as bad as Maiben’s 
was good. According to timers, in the 
first mile, which was run in 1:43, the 
last quarter was dog-trotted in 27 
seconds—even Cork Elm can go that 
fast—yet all around the turn Sande 
was taking up. Any jockey of another 
day would have known how fast he 
was going and would have gained a 
winning advantage right there. When, 
well straightened out for the run-in, 
Sande did go from wraps to a drive, 
Maiben was not taken by surprise. In- 
cidentally, Charley Schwartz told me 
a trainer came to him after the race 
and said he had clocked Kentucky 2nd 
and Chance Shot from the half mile 
to the furlong pole in the almost in- 
credible time of 33 seconds for the 
three furlongs. In my opinion Chance 
Shot is the best three-year-old of 1927. 


OW that Peanuts has won his 

third stake in succession, I am 
interested to see how W. S. Vosburgh 
will weight him for the Saratoga 
Handicap, for he has a more impres- 
sive record for the season. than 
Crusader, who has been top weight in 
all the other handicaps. Mr. Gerry’s 
big-hearted horse won the Empire 
City Handicap under 124 pounds in 
little more than a romp on the opening 
day of the Yonkers meeting, although 
it may be said in passing that Maiben’s 
ride on Light Carbine was reminiscent 
of Sande’s on Chance Shot. 


ARRING the almost inevitable 

accidents in training, there will 
be a decidedly international flavor to 
the so-called Grand National Steeple- 
chase at Belinont Park in September. 
Charley Schwartz has directed Leader, 
his trainer in England, to send over 
two horses—I hope one will be Darraq 
—while Laddie Sanford’s pair— 
Blancona, considered the best National 
prospect in England when he bought 
him last winter, and Marsin—will be 
shipped next week. Not to be outdone, 
R. B. Strassburger will send The Ace, 
one of the top-notchers of French 
steeplechasing. A German entry, 
Laufjunge, owned by Baron von 
Lyncker, is training at Belmont Park 
and the Baron intends riding him in 
races at Saratoga. The Baron, like 
Harry Page, favors one-eyed blinkers. 


DEMON linotyper, who evident- 
ly is a member of the S. P. C. A., 
changed the weight on Jolly Roger in 
these notes a fortnight ago, assigning 


157, instead of 175, pounds to the 
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GIVE THIS LITTLE 
VACATION TIP A 
BIG HAND!... IT’S 
WORTH IT! 

To Halifax... On A 


Real Ocean Liner. . . 


$90." 


ERE’S a lit- 
tle plan for 
; a vacation trip 
that’s worked 
hard to please 
you... and we 
ask you, doesn’t 
it get a great 


big hand! 





Takes you right out of ALL 
THIS... for a cool and stimulat- 
ing August in the Far North. 


Halifax... Bay of Fundy... 
Arcadia ...then on to the Chateau 
Frontenac in Quebec... Montreal 
... theSt. Lawrence... Thousand 
Islands... Boston. 


You sail from New York for 
Halifax . . . two days on the actual 
high seas... on _ trans-atlantic 
liners that spend the rest of their 
time making ritzy world tours. 


Then on from there to Canada 
Mainland... 


And ... perhaps we should 
warn you all this time you are 
where “dry” means a dry Martini! 

Yougetsome of England, France 
(in old Quebec) a real sea trip... 
a new point of view...and have 
a perfectly swell time for 10 days 
to 3 weeks, at an inclusive cost 


of $131 up! 


Write for our book .. . telling 
all about it... First boat sails 


August 13th. 


CUNARD-ANCHOR 
CANADIAN 
CRUISES 


Your local agent or 


25 Broadway, New York 
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Greentree Stable’s good jumper and 
putting me to confusion. 


~HE victory of Sun Edwin in the 
Whirl Stakes may induce W. S. 
Kilmer to reconsider his decision to 
sell his horses in training—a decision 
arrived at when this colt was 
disqualified in the Great American 
Stakes. Before the running of the 
Whirl a flattering offer was made for 
the son of Sun Briar and Edwina. 


HE Honorable George says that 
instead of an Association for the 
Improvement of the Breed of Horses 
one should be formed for the Im- 

provement of the Breed of Jockeys. 
—AupbaAx MINoR 


LITTLE JOURNEYS 


UGUST is almost at hand and 
A the annual inundation of mid- 

summer visitors from the far 
reaches of the nation is about to sweep 
over us. 

It is only fair that these visitors be 
given a helping hand and their path be 
made more easy. The great problem 
of getting around New York has never 
been solved, even by the natives, but 
there are a few simple facts that stand 
out, and strangers will save themselves 
a lot of unwilling wandering by pay- 
ing attention. 

Getting Across Town: ‘There are 
three ways of accomplishing this, and 
none of them are very good. ‘The 
first is to take a subway to Wall Street 
and walk across. But in the down- 
town district it doesn’t make much 
difference which side of the island you 
are on, so why go there at all? 

The second, of course, is to take the 
Shuttle. “The Shuttle is an engineer- 
ing triumph which has had so many 
wisecracks made about it that it is 
futile to try to make another one. 
It is so contrived that you can ride 
half the distance between ‘Times 
Square and the Grand Central, and 
then walk as far as if you had re- 
mained on the surface and had not 
ridden at all. So, naturally, the best 
Way to cross Forty-second Street is 
» walk on the surface. The air is 
purer and you are kicked around by a 

tter class of people. 
he third way of getting across 

n is to take one of the numerous 
busses that travel through Central 
Park. Unfortunately, no one knows 
just where these busses start, and you 
| probably never be able to locate 








What if you have grown a pound or several overweight—your 
Slack-Rassnick chair still holds you firmly in loving embrace. 
Unlike a husband, it was made to be sat on! . . . Or 
if you lose weight, its long-lived deep cushioning will still 
render it comfortable. . . “Thus Slack-Rassnick furniture 


ever satisfies through all one’s changing moods and diets. 


To be had of the Makers only 


Slack, Kassnich & Co, 


MAKERS OF FINE FURNITURE SINCE 1885 


730 Fifth Avenue 
4th floor, Heckscher Building, at 57th St. 
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CA. 
RESIDENTIAL HOTEL 
15 Gast 6Q 


Overlooking Central Park 


SUITES OF 
1 room & bath $1150 up. 2 rooms & bath $2150 up 
Larger suites if desired; furnished or unfurnished 


R. BISCHOFF, e'Manager 
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Restless spirits who summer 
in the north woods, winter 
on the Riviera, flee to Biar- 
ritz or Cuba at the slightest 
excuse, never pack another 
trunk, once they settle down 
at the Fifth Avenue! They 
appreciate its beauty, extra- 
ordinary service, all em- 
bracing comfort. In suites 
of one, two and three rooms, 
there is the space of an en- 
tire residence, with luxuries 
multiplied. Duplex apart- 
ments have palatial salons, 
and roof terraces for lovely 
aerial gardens. The seasoned 
traveller gives reverent at- 
tention to the inspirations 
of a master chef, in the pic- 
turesque dining room. And 
world weary globe trotters 
decree “east, west—home’s 
best”—at the Fifth Avenue. 


FIFTH 
AVENUE 
HOTEL 


24 FIFTH AVENUE 
Stuyvesant 6410 


1, 2 and 3 rooms with serving pan- 
tries, refrigeration; furnished or un- 
furnished; for long or short term. 


And on Murray Hill 


THE HOTEL 
WHITE 


Lexington Ave. and 37th Street 
Lexington 1200 


Oscar Wintrab, Managing Director 
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one. ‘This is a shame, as it is doubt- 
less a pretty trip. 

Getting Up, or Down Town: On 
the East Side a seemingly wide range 
of selection is at hand, but study shows 
that the problem is really a very simple 
one. To begin with, you can go to 
First, Second, or Third Avenue, and 
wait for either a trolley or an “L.” 
No trolleys have ever been known to 
run on the tracks provided for them, 
so you don’t get anywhere by waiting. 
The “L” has trains, but it has never 
been determined why, and a stranger 
had better take no chances finding out. 

On Madison Avenue there are also 
trolley cars. ‘They run at infrequent 
intervals, and if you stand on a corner 
you will observe that there are pas- 
sengers on them. Do not be misled 
into endeavoring to board a car be- 
cause of seeing these people. They 
are merely put there by the company 
to provide atmosphere and are drawn 
from the ranks of our best citizens. 
This practice is about the only touch 
of sentiment remaining in our New 
York life, and is indulged in to keep 
alive the old tradition that “Every 
One You Know Rides on a Madison 
Avenue Car.” As a matter of fact, 
most of the people you know ride on 
Lexington Avenue cars and you might 
as well do the same. ‘These Lexing- 
ton Avenue cars have a peculiarity 
which will interest you, but which it 
will be of no practical value for you 
to know. Their stopping-points are 
determined by the whims of their mo- 
tormen. If you are allowed to get off 
within six blocks of where you want 
to go, consider yourself lucky and 
don’t write to the papers about it. 

If you have an hour or so to spare 
and one or two blocks to go in that 
period there is nothing better than a 
Fifth Avenue bus. It is restful to sit 
on top of one of them and watch the 
pedestrians streaming by you. The 
uneven motion of the starting and 
stopping is supposed to have some me- 
dicinal value, and there is a delightful 
surprise coming to you when you are 
precipitated down the stairs into the 
street. Some enjoy it. 

The East Side Subway consists of 
a string of cars running through a hole 
in the ground. If, when you get out 
of it, you see your shadow, something 
dreadful will happen to somebody, but 
I have forgotten just what. You had 
better keep out of the subway. 

It is a fairly simple matter to get 
up or down town on the West Side. 
But then you wouldn’t be interested in 
—OLIVER CLAxTON 
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**There are 
two kinds 
of wives—” 


Horace G. Mugsby is making 
one of his neat and rather terri- 
fying after-dinner speeches— 


“There are,”’ he said, ‘tin this 
world two kinds of wives— 
those who love their husbands 
and— —”’ 


Horace is pausing to let his 
words sink in— 


‘and those who neglect to buy 
their husbands fresh garters 
when needed.” 


—which relieved the situation 
considerably. 


“O.K.”, laughed Mrs. Pons- 
by, “I buy Agrippa Web 


Bostons for Jim.” 


Boston 
Garter 


Kieu 


Only in the Boston can 
you get the Agrippa Web, 
Single and Double Grip. 
50 and 65c everywhere. 


George Frost Co., Makers, Boston 


How Did Your Garters 
Look This Morning? 
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THE NEW YORKER 


GENTLEMEN, MR. SUMNER! 


NDER the above title THE 

New YORKER printed some 

weeks ago an item which read 
as follows: 


We have just learned that the head- 
auarters of Mr. John S. Sumner in 
Twenty-second Street are now marked 
by a fragile cardboard legend instead of 
the smug gilt-lettered sign which for- 
merly stood without. Also we have 
learned why. It seems that in the neigh- 
borhood there resides a dissolute young 
sentleman who fell to brooding because 
he could not look out his window with- 
out seeing the words, “New York So- 
ciety for the Suppression of Vice.” Ata 
recent early hour he posted an accom- 
plice on the nearest corner with instruc- 
tions to whistle (as best he could in his 
condition) if anyone approached. Thus 
protected, he ripped off the board, which 
is two feet by three, and bore it away in 
triumph. The next night it began a 
gayer chapter of life, as a liquor tray. 
The first cocktails it carried, we are in- 
formed, were lifted in a toast to Mr. 
Sumner. 


Soon after the appearance of the 
foregoing item (but not soon enough 
for us to avoid the discouraging suspi- 
cion that Mr. Sumner is not a prompt 
and regular reader of our publication) 
we received from that gentleman a 
letter. We replied, of course, and, 
one thing leading to another, we 
realized before we were through with 
the matter that we had carried on quite 
a correspondence. We found this, 
relatively speaking, entertaining, and 
being ever conscientious we are con- 
strained to let our public read the 
letters. Certainly there is little enough 
law and order in New York, and, in 
consequence, any exchange of courte- 
sies between a society and a publica- 
tion—both devoted to the preservation 
of same—should command _ interest 
and attention. The letters follow in 
their proper order. 


FIRST SUMNER NOTE 


New York SociETy FOR THE 
SUPPRESSION OF VICE 


June 1, 1927 
THE New Yorker, 
25 W. 45TH STREET, 
New York City. 
Dear Sirs: During the night or early 
morning of May 13-14th, a sign was 
torcibly removed and stolen from the 
tront of this office. Its value is about 
$30.00 and its taking constitutes a lar- 
ceny, 
On the bottom of Page 13 in the issue 
0: THe New Yorker of May 2lst the 
Writer of the article entitled “Gentle- 
men, Mr. Sumner!” seems to have con- 
lerable information regarding this 


criminal act and we are writing to you 














secure such information as anyone in 


A 


IT’S WHAT THE YOUNGER CROWD THINKS ABOUT IT! 


1 


OW the whole world 
talks the language of this 
younger generation, follows 
their fashions, plays their 
flashing games—and obviously 
takes their opinion on tobacco 
matters very seriously, for 
the younger set’s most favored 
brand is the largest selling 
quality cigarette in the world! 
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What a whale of a difference justa few cents make! 




















CHANGE OF ADDRESS 


The following blank is for the convenience of our subscribers who will be absent 
from the city this summer. We will be pleased to observe any change of address 
order received and request only that notification be sent at least three weeks in 
advance of the date with which it is to take effect. 


THE New YORKER, 
25 West 45TH STREET, NEW YorK. 
You have been sending the magazine to— 


Beginning with the issue Of ..<...scecccscccccccccesevecescsesecsscsvees 


(_] For THE NEXT . sseseocssenes WEEKS {Pease Seup Tue Maceane To 
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Manhattan 


Cool, spacious rooms look- 
ing out over Central Park’s 
green acres—these are the 
suites at The Alden, com- 
fortable, quietly luxurious, 
that make residence at this 
apartment hotel a holiday 
at home. It is conveniently 
located for transient or 
permanent guests, close to 
the city’s center, but safe 
from its noise. Apartments 
of 1,2 or 3 rooms include 
every detail of a smooth- 
running household, with- 
out forfeiting dignity and 
charm. The Georgian 
Dining Room provides 
genuinely delicious food. 
All apartments have 
serving pantry, refriger- 
ation, large closets and 
abath for each chamber. 
Whether you would take 
a furnished suite for yz 
a few days or lease an | 
apartment furnished or | 


unfurnished by the year, 
\ the rentals are moderate. 


hy <0 | | L 1 Af 


CARL 
LETSCH 
«Manager 
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Furnishings by 
CALLINGHAM-LLOYD 


Th 
ALDEN 


225 Central Park West 
North Corner 82nd Street 
New York City 


Trafalgar 4100 
THIS IS 























A BING & BING BUILDING 








your office may have, looking toward a 
recovery of this sign rather than at this 
time undertaking an official investigation. 

(signed) JoHN S. SUMNER, 
Secretary 


REPLY TO FIRST SUMNER NOTE 
JuNE 7, 1927 


New York SOcIETY FOR THE 

SUPPRESSION OF VICE, 
215 West 22NpD STREET, 
New York Clty. 


Dear Mr. SUMNER: We have your 
letter looking toward the recovery of the 
Society’s sign. The matter presents an 
interesting problem in journalistic ethics. 

That we have facts in our possession 
which might lead to the recovery of the 
sign is obvious, and, inasmuch as taking 
the sign constituted, as you state in your 
letter, a larceny, our duty should be 
plain. Yet, on the other hand, how can 
we rightfully betray a professional con- 
fidence ? 

After holding several conferences upon 
the matter we feel that all we can do 
under the circumstances is offer to act 
as a sort of intermediary. That is, if 
you wish to write a letter to the gentle- 
man who supplied us with the informa- 
tion regarding the—we do not like to 
say—theft, stating your intentions or 
recommending a way of getting the sign 
back, we will be glad to put that letter 
in Mr. A.’s hands. It is possible that he 
may know the name and identity of the 
culprit. 

Trusting you appreciate the delicacy 


| of our position, 


(signed) THE Epitors 


SECOND SUMNER NOTE 


New York SOciETY FOR THE 
SUPPRESSION OF VICE 


June 9, 1927 
THE NEw YorKER, 
25 W. 45TH STREET, 
New York Clty. 


Dear Sirs: We have your letter of 
June 7 regarding the matter of sign 
taken unlawfully from the outer wall of 
this office. 

We have no interest in the relations 
between you and your informant in this 
matter. We are interested in having that 
sign replaced where it was in good con- 
dition and at the expense of the person 
who removed it. If, in order to reach 
this end, it becomes necessary to start a 
proceeding to apprehend and punish the 
culprit, we shall not hesitate to do that. 
The longer we are deprived of the use 
of the sign, the less consideration we 
shall show. 

(signed) JoHN S. SUMNER, 
Secretary 


REPLY TO SECOND SUMNER NOTE 


June 10, 1927 
New York SOcIETY FOR THE 
SUPPRESSION OF VICE, 
215 West 22Np STREET, 
New York City. 

Dear Mr. Sumner: Your letter of 
June 9th regarding the return of the 
Vice Society’s sign has been received. 
Since writing you last we have not been 
idle, and although unable to date to get 
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Sturdy, thick- 
erowing hair 
yours, with this daily care 


OU can keep your hair thick and 

vigorous—check thinning or fall- 
ing hair—with a daily treatment as 
simple as brushing your teeth! 


EVERY MORNING wet your hair and 
scalp thoroughly with Pinaud’s Eau 
de Quinine. Then with your fingers 
pressed down firmly, move the scalp 
vigorously in every direction, work- 
ing the tonic into every inch of the 
scalp. Move the scalp, not the fingers! 
Brush the hair while still moist. It 
will lie smoothly just the way you 
want it. 


Tonic, antiseptic, Pinaud’s stimulates 
scalp circulation, destroys dandruff. Your 
hair becomes and stays thick. 

Pinaud’s Eau de Quinine is sold by all 
drug and department stores. Ed. Pinaud’s 
signature is on the bottle. Pinaud Inc., 
220 East 21st St., New York—sole dis- 
tributors for Parfumerie Ed. Pinaud, 
Paris. In Canada, Parfumerie Ed. Pinaud, 
204-206 King St. East, Toronto. 


PINAUD’S 


Eau de 


Quinine 

















THE NEW YORKER 


in touch with our original informant, we 
have been able to get information which, 
while disturbing, is of value. We have 
learned that the sign is no longer in its 
original good condition. As we under- 
stand it, the culprit has been using it as 
a liquor tray, with the result that there 
are several alcohol stains on it. In addi- 
tion, we are told that at a party in the 
person’s apartment, several “souvenir” 
hunters chipped off small pieces of the 
sign, and otherwise defaced it. 

However, we have reason to believe 
that the person who committed the—as 
you term it—theft, has become more or 
less repentant and frightened and is will- 
ing to return the sign, provided you can 
give us some assurance that he will not 
be prosecuted. 

It has been intimated to us that the 
culprit asks that you make some sugges- 
tion as to the manner of returning the 
sign. He does not wish to come to the 
office of the Society, nor does he wish any 
member of the Society, even yourself, to 
come to his apartment, the reason being 
merely one of self-protection. There- 
fore, if you can suggest a time and place 
for the return of the sign and are willing 
to receive it back without recourse to 
law, he, or his agent, will be glad to meet 
you on that basis. Almost any place 
convenient to your office will be agree- 
able. If you will advise us in this matter 
we will endeavor to have your com- 
munication forwarded to the culprit. 

(signed) THE EpiTors 


THIRD AND FINAL SUMNER NOTE 


New York SOcIETY FOR THE 
SUPPRESSION OF VICE 


June 24, 1927 
THE NEw YorKER, 
25 W. 45TH STREET, 
New York City. 

Dear Sirs: With regard to your letter 
of June 7th, its tone and content, it is 
quite apparent that in your mind lurks 
the possibility of something for your 
readers later on. We do not care to 
collaborate. 

We do request, based on advice re- 
ceived, that all information which you 
have regarding our property be made 
available to us forthwith, otherwise the 
matter will be placed in the hands of the 
District Attorney of this county for such 
action as he may deem advisable. 

Yours truly, 
(signed) JoHn S. SUMNER, 
Secretary 


We know that our readers will be 
disappointed in the termination of this 
promising and pleasant collaboration 
and we trust, too, that, should they 
next hear of us in a dungeon, they 
will believe us innocent and not de- 
serving of the threatening tone which 
ve think we have detected in Mr. 
Sumner’s correspondence. Our offer 


aa 


( 


{ coOperation was genuine. We had, 
in fact, dreamed that possibly we 
might be instrumental in a formal re- 
turn of Mr. Sumner’s sign at a public 
ceremony with appropriate exercises 
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WHISPER... 


The true secret of a lovely com- 
plexion is intelligent daily care. 
To bring out the natural radi- 
ance of your complexion... 

the easy, practical way... 

Marie Barlow has prepared 

her really modern beauty 
aids. Q Their gentle, toning, 
strengthening action is all the 


Marie 


normal skin needs to maintain 
fine, smooth texture... freedom 
from blemishes... beauty. 

@Q See Marie Barlow’s Facial 
Preparations at these four 
exclusive shops. Ask at the 
Toilet Goods Counter for her 
booklet, “Youthful You.” It 
will show you ways to new beauty. 


Barlow 


Se Ave ~*% 


NEW YORK CITY 


—wt- 3558 - 
Saks James McCreery & Co. 
Fifth Avenue 34th Street 


Abraham & Straus, Inc. 


Stern Brothers 
Brooklyn 


42nd Street 























CHE ats are like women! 


T’s not the material — it’s the dash! It is 
Je chic little touch that raises them from 
the bargain counter to the French Room. 
One may have a clever barber who can trim 
a bobbed head to perfection. 
One may have just the Frenchiest little 
dress home-made or ready-made, and still— 
There may be something lacking. 
A Golden Glint shampoo will supply that 


A shampoo—a rub—a clever dip over one 
eyebrow. You will be surprised at the 
difference. 

arm ? Chic? That’s the question. 

Golden Glint—that’s the answer. At drug 
or toilet goods counters. or direct —25¢.* ** 
J. W. Kost Co., 644F Rainier Avenue, 
Seattle, Washington. 


Golden Glint 
SHAMPOO 
—that magic luster for every shade of hair 











ERHAPS you are one 
who prefers GOOD 
FOOD, served amid 
restful quiet, to all else 
at meal time. If so, let 
the desire find fulfill- 
ment at 


THE 
NEW WESTON 
RESTAURANT 


Mapison Avenue at 49th Street 








i hc, Delightful a 
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ee@ Renting 
ON MORE THAN 
A REPUTATION 


Something more tangible than rep- 
utation is responsible for the many 
leases signed by prominent New 
Yorkers in these new apartments 
. . it is practicability. 
Practicability of en suite arrange- 
ment...of spacious rooms, as- 
sured sunlight and an air of quiet 
distinction. 


Occupancy September Ist 


885 Park Avenue 


N. E. Cor. 78th St. | 
9-10-12 Rooms 


888 Park Avenue 


N. W. Cor. 78th St. 
10-12 Rooms 


983 Park Avenue 


N. E. Cor. 83rd St. 
6-9-10 Rooms 


125 East 84th Street 


Just East of Park Avenue 


6-7 Rooms 


For brochure of our “Park Avenue 
Apartments” and rental in- 
formation, apply to 


JULIUS TISHMAN & SONS 


INCORPORATED 
Owners and Builders 
285 Madison Ave. New York 
Or Your Own Broker 


PARK AVENUE 
APARTMENTS 








and the proper dignitaries present. 
We shall, in fact, continue our efforts 
even now. The trouble is—this we 
learn from our Mr. Eustace Tilley, 
who in the past has always handled 
such matters for us—the gentleman 
who told the gentleman who told us 
about the disappearance of the sign has 
gone—no spoofing—to South Amer- 
ica. We are therefore temporarily 
powerless and we trust that if anyone 
really knows where the sign is he will 
persuade its possessor to restore it. Ob- 
viously a well ordered vice society 
must have a sign. 


THE SUMMER SHOW 


HE heat, the feet on my feet, the 

cramped leg room, the fat necks, 
glistening, the perfume, the wet 
sneezer behind, the fat man, panting, 
the terrible jokes, the worse songs, the 
knees, the naked chorus, the envy, the 
mouthed lyrics, the rhyming “some” 
with “home,” the satisfied ingénue, 
the complacent comedian, the inevita- 
ble Tillers, the intermission, the spilled 
glass of water, the clinging trouser leg, 
the worse heat outside, the fat woman 
with the thin cigarette holder, her 
friend, his diamond ring, his necktie, 
the nagging buzzer, the heel-tramp- 
ling, the darkness, the wrong seat, the 
snippy usher, the sour looks, the jumpy 
overture, the leader’s hair, the tum- 
blers, the Greek dancers, the comedian 
with the coon coat, the lack of voices, 
the lack of spontaneity, the lack of 
ideas, the lack of everything except 
poor saps who pay to see it. How 
many, besides myself, are going to 
drag out to another summer show, to- 
morrow night? —STANLEY JONEs 


SOLILOQUY ON A FIFTH 
AVENUE CORNER 


When you’re waiting 
For the green light 
Is anything as slow 
As the red light? If 
There is I’m sure 
Its name I do not know. 


I can’t suggest a 
Rival though I 
Search my weary head, 
Unless it be the 
Green light when you’re 
Waiting for the red. 
—MarGarRET FIsHBACK 
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There is nothing which has yet been 
contrived by man by which so much 
happiness is produced as by a good 
tavern or inn. 

Dr. JOHNSON. 


In these days of break- 
neck social resort hotels 
and wayside hold-up 
shacks for weary motorists, 
the happiness which Dr. 
Johnson speaks about is 
pretty well shattered. But 
the GOSHEN INN is now 
open, which means to 
those who know this de- 
lightful hostelry, “All's 
well.” 


The little township of 
Goshen, though but a 
short motor trip from the 
sudorific metropolis, is like 
a foreign wonderland. 
Even Californians have 
admitted its loveliness. 


The Goshen Inn itself 
is the cordial castle of that 
wonderland. There is a 
cozy grandeur about it 
that is irresistible. Above 
all, it is a substantial, com- 
fortable place with desira- 
ble guests, excellent food, 
and nominal rates. 





The Goshen Inn offers 
rest and quiet to those 
who want it, and liveliness 
to those who don’t, in the 
form of all outdoor sports. 
It makes a specialty of 
private parties. 

Excellent eighteen-hole 
golf course available to 
guests. Every Saturday 
evening, Larry Siry’s fa- 
mous orchestra. 


GOSHEN 
INN 


GOSHEN, N. Y. 





fis 


for information and reservations 


The Kellogg Service, Inc., Managers 
19 West 44th Street, New York City 
Phone Vanderbilt 3148 
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THE CURRENT 
CINEMA 


Two Whole Weeks im 
Review—Marie Dressler 
and Polly Moran Antic 
Most Amusingly 


HAT with 

limited space 
and so many pic- 
tures the most feas- 
ible scheme seems 
to be for us to bring 
them out in a series 
of tiny reviews, and 
there will be little 
harm done as that is about all most 
of them deserve. Consider last week 
first. 

THe First Auto (Colony): At 
least it is at the Colony as this is 
written, but its location need make no 
difference in your life. It is an at- 
tempt to extract humor from the early 
days of the auto. The effort is unsuc- 
cessful. 

An unprogrammed gent in the part 
of Blue-Jay wastes a few excellent 
comicalities. 

NaucHty But Nice (Strand): 
The hardest worked gag in this deals 
with the advent of two girls in a room 
inhabited by a man who at the moment 
of their appearance has his trousers off. 
Even if you can still laugh at that, 
this version will not amuse you much. 
Colleen Moore is the heroine, and as 
usual is throwing herself away on a 
trite story. 

STREETS OF Sorrow (Cameo): 
This marks the return of the Film 
Guild to the Cameo. The picture has 
its moments, but the main feature is 
the ability of the Germans to get two 
moss-grown plots into one film. I 
hope that Hollywood does not get any 
ideas from it. Advices are that the 
censor took a great deal of meat from 
the affair. 

A rather tricky short film, based on 
Rachmaninoff’s “Prelude in C Sharp 
Minor,” should divert you in a grue- 
some way. 

Dearie (Roxy): Irene Rich, cast 
as a night-club hostess, may startle 
you a bit, but practically nothing else 
about the picture will. Mother Love 
is the motivating theme and you know 
what Mother Love can be. 

ast AND Furious (Para- 
mount): Reginald Denny is fairly 
Tunny in a comedy that squeezes the 
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o other taste exactly 
like it-- this special 
richness of many 


coffees blended 


"Good to 
the last drop” 
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The 58th Shot 


OR PAULINE’S LAST STAND 


ae rogue (or rascal) made a bet with Pauline that she couldn’t de- 
lete the three dear little synthetic birds with the fifty-eight (58) shot 
contained in the magazine of our justly famous Bull’s Eye arget Pistol. 


—And here we have Pauline, And just what is the j.f.B.E.T.P.? 
shaken but resolute, after shoot- Like a real pistol, but shoots small 


. ; shot on the rubber sling principle, 
ing the air full of small but with accurate sights. You can kill 


piercing holes, trying to say it nothing but time—but try and find 
with her 58th — and last! a better way. 


Included are one bag of 500 shot, 3 birds, etc., all for the reasonabl: sum of $2.50. 


VON LENGERKE & DETMOLD Inc. 


FH SCHAUFFLER, President 
349 MADISON AVE., Dept.Y, NEW YORK 


HUNTING FISHING CAMPING 
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—if you were questioned by a friend, 
and forced to admit that you had not 
seen— 


Imagine Your 
Embarrassment— 


EMIL 


JANNINGS 


“The Way of All 
FLESH” 


with Belle Bennett and Phyllis Haver 


Imagine your chagrin! What would he 
think? A New Yorker who had not seen |] 


the picture that all New York is talking 1 
about!—that critics acclaim as the most 
powerful and human of all film master- 
pieces! Don’t let such “ ee 
admission mar our 
“The Way of All 
pens to you. 


utation—see 
lesh”’ be ore this hap- 
























16, 17, 18: ‘Slide Kelly 
side” with Wm. Haines; July 
19, 20: Betty Bronson in 

“‘Ritzy’’; July 21, 22: “‘Cap- 
tain Salvation’ with Ernest 
Torrence; July 4, 25: 

pesrense Vidor in “The World 
at Feet.’’ SY al 
ORCHESTRA and ORGAN 





: B’way at 38th St. Eves. 8:30 
Knickerbocker Matinees Wed. and Sat., 2:30 
tith Jeyous A. L. ERLANGER Presents 

Mont THE INDISPUTABLE SUCCESS 


EDDIE DOWLING “sits 


Comedy 


HONEYMOON LANE 








JED HARRIS Presents 


‘BROADWAY’ 


By Phillip Dunning and George Abbott 


BROADHURST Thea., W. 44th St. 


Mats. Wed. & Sat. 











BELASC Thea., W. 44th St. Eves. 8:30 
Mat. Thurs. and Sat., 2:30 
VINCENT YOUMANS Presents 
THE NAUTICAL MUSICAL COMEDY HIT 


HIT THE DECK 


with LOUISE GROODY 


SEATS—8 WEEKS IN ADVANCE 


last drop out of a plot with almost no 
juice in it. 

Now let us look at this week. 

THe Prince oF HEADWAITERS 
(Strand): Everything is all right 
about this but the plot, and the plot 
is simple. The high light is some col- 
lege boys who are nearer to normal 
than college boys are apt to be in the 
movies. ‘They do some pretty funny 
stuff, aided and abetted by the vil- 
lainess’ boy friend. Lewis Stone is the 
heartbroken hero, and Lilyan Tash- 

man is closer to being a gold digger 
than is her wont. 

Ten Mopern COMMANDMENTS 
(Paramount): Don’t let the title scare 
you away, as it is smooth and gener- 
ally amusing. Broadway and the 
show business provide the background, 
and I suspect its authenticity, but as 
such an environment is foreign to me 
I advance the suspicion in a whisper. 
Esther Ralston is not too entrancing 
as the heroine and Neil Hamilton is 
pleasant as the hero. 

CRIME AND PUNISHMENT (Fifth 
Avenue Playhouse): This is alleged to 
follow the novel, and I am unequipped 
to deny it. Poor and uneven lighting, 
and some strange ailment of the film 
when I saw it, were distracting, but it 
is sincere—though occasionally rather 
vague. 

The sets are Modernistic, and they 


don’t quite fit a Realistic play. You 
will probably like the picture. 
SINGED (Roxy): They certainly 


do have nice presentations at the Roxy, 
and that makes up for the film. The 
early part of “Singed” might have 
been written by Horatio Alger on the 
loose, and Adela Rogers St. John 
won’t have much opposition if she 
wants to keep the credit for the rest 
of it. 

THE CALLAHANS AND THE 
Murpuys (Capitol): This _ has 
some glorious comedy scenes provided 
by Marie Dressler and Polly Moran, 
particularly when they consume a keg 
of beer between them. The story is so 
unobtrusive and so painless that you 
will be making no mistake if you at- 
tend the picture to watch their be- 


havior. —O. C. 


“The Psychology of Attraction,” by 
Mr. Eustace Miles, Thursday at 3:45, 
and “The Psychology of Cooking,” by 
Miss Catherine Brown, M.C.A., at 6:15, 
in the Green Salon, 40 Chandos St., 
W. C. Adm. 1s.—London Spectator. 


The perfect follow-up. 
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The Most Remarkabie 
Performance ever git 
in a Motion ietuee 


Theatre 
Wr seoxy SYMPHONY 
W orld’s Greatest ORCHESTRA of 110 


Theatre 
7th Ave. and 50th St. 
Under the Personal 


Chorus of 100 





Direction Ballet of 50 
S. L. Rothafel Maria Gambarelli 
(Roxy) Prima Ballerina 




















All — are reduced for summer. 
Best Seats, $2.20. Cort Theatre, 
48 St, E. bs B’way. Matinee 
Wednesday. No Performances 
Saturday. 


PLAZA 





THEATRE 


Madison Ave. at 59th St. 
Direction Leo Brecher 


Sun. and Mon., July 17 and 18—MONTE BLUE in 
“THE BLACK DIAMOND EXPRESS.”’ Tues. and 
Wed., July 19 and 20—CONSTANCE TALMADGE 
in “VENUS OF VENICE.”’ Thurs. and Fri., July 
21 and 22—LEATRICE JOY and GHARLES RAY 
In “VANITY.” 


CAPITOL fitttsy.3! 
THE THEATRE WITH A SOUL— 


CAPITOL GRAND ORCHESTRA 
CAPITOL BALLET CORPS 

FAMOUS CHESTER HALE GIRLS 
DISTINGUISHED DIVERTISSEMENTS 


Major Bowes’ Family on the air every 
Sunday through WEAF and its network 


WINTER GARDEN 2s: $3) 2 ™** 


“The Circus Princess goes toward the top of the list of 
musical offerings’’— Charles Brackett in The New Yorker 


The Musical Comedy Hit of the Age! 


# CIRCUS PRINCESS 


© asonce DESIREE GLORIA 
HASSELL TABOR ROBERTSON FOY 
“POODLES’’ HANNEFORD and FAMILY 
in the 
Utterly Different 


Helen For Musical Comedy 


PEGGY - ANN Mc eu ELL 





























1 have not, 
a dozen corroding seasons, enjoyed any] 
ae comedy so  much.’’—Alexander 
Woollcott, in N. Y. World. 
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T last London, 

as the end of 
the season approach- 
es, has become gay. 
One realized this 
astonishing fact 
quite clearly when, 
at the Duchess of Sutherland’s fancy- 
dress ball (where all the world con- 
gregated), a donkey appeared at the 
head of the staircase, its front legs 
being formed by one peer of the realm 
and its back legs by another. And 
when the two peers rolled downstairs 
iznominiously, everybody’s happiness 
was complete. That is typical of the 
parties which are being given in Lon- 
don just now; they are a mixture of 
British decorum and horseplay. Let 
us look at another one. 

It is one o'clock in the morning; 
the red carpets have been spread in 
Grosvenor Square for the ball given 
by Mrs. Marshall (of Marshall Field 
fame) in honor of Princess Mary. 
And what is the chief amusement at 
that party? Burrs—burrs—and noth- 
ing but burrs. At this very moment, 
for all one knows, somebody is throw- 
ing burrs at the back of her Royal 
Highness, and her Royal Highness, 
who is an excellent shot, is probably 
returning them with interest. At this 
very moment, footmen are coming 
down the spacious Adam staircases, 
bearing trays in their hands contain- 
ing more burrs—dolls with heads 
which are one solid burr, powder-puftfs 
cunningly attached to the same burrs. 
So that, however much spoil one may 
take away from any of these parties, 
one will have a certain difficulty, on 
returning home, in disentangling it 
from one’s costume. 





LL the great musicians of the 
world seem to be congregated in 
London. De Falla is here, and he has 
just given a concert in the Aeolian 
Hall, which was attended by a large 
and swooning section of Society. All 
the intelligentsia were there. Women 
with pearls that once adorned the 
necks of Imperial Russia, women with 
dresses which once (to judge from 
their cut) adorned Queen Anne. 
Stravinsky is here, too, intent on con- 
ducting some of his masterpieces dur- 
ing the Russian ballet season. He is a 
strange, dynamic little man, who shuns 





61 


& FRYXELL, Inc. 


311 Madison Ave., at 42nd St., 
326 Livingston Street, Brooklyn, 4 Y. : 
61 South Broadway, Yonkers, N. Y. 

















Y 
weitiN 





) 
' 


vyannyyanna 
RYYY) 





Jabs! Clinches! A knockout! Get a 


real ringside view with these won- 
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With 
LEATHE® CASE 


derful new sport glasses. 
Never before have similar sport 
glasses offered so much. A wider field 
of view. Brilliant illumination. Rapid 
focusing screw. Large, comfortable 
eye piece lenses. Size less than two 


inches high. Fits the vest pocket. 
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Rentals: : 
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Occupancy in Sept. 
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Diogenes checked his lan- 
tern at the Whitehall, 
‘*‘An honest restaurant,” 

he avowed, ‘“‘where ex- 
cellent food revives the 
faith of philosophers as 


well as business men.”’ 


HOTEL 


“WVhitehall 


‘Restaurant 
Broadway at 100th Street 


Ho'el suites of 1, 2 or 3 outside rooms, 
furnished or unfurnished, lease or 
short term. Theodore Kemm, Resi- 
dent Manager. Same ownership as 
Fifth Avenue Hotel and Hotel W bite. 
Oscar W intrab, Managing Director. 














A Permanent Wave NOW, for 
the late summer season, will re- 
main chic, smart and beautiful 
during the Fall social season. 


Emile achieves perfect results on 
grey or white hair with a Parisian 
liquid treatment, which he guar- 
antees not to discolor the hair. 

YOU can prove it by getting a 
“Test Curl,” without obligation. 





695 rift Ave. Freer aya 8090 
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the parties which so many hostesses| 3 = 


are trying to give for him. A good 
story about him is going the rounds, 
illustrating the significant position 
which he holds in the world of modern 
art. They say that the other morn- 
ing he found himself driving in a taxi 
past St. Paul’s when the bells were 
ringing, and he said: “The man 
who rings those bells is the ideal con- 
ductor, because he merely pulls the 
string and leaves the bells to do the 
rest. He does not ‘interpret.’ He 
does not ‘put in expression.’ He is 
simply an executant. That is per- 
fect.” For, you must understand, 
Stravinsky has no use for “expres- 
sion.” Ravel, too, is coming, not to 
give concerts but, we hope, to play at 
some of the houses of the elect. 


ET us come down to more virile 

things. Ascot, the greatest race 
meeting in the world, has come and 
gone in a perfect cloud of gray top 
hats. To wear an ordinary black silk 
hat in the Royal Enclosure would 
have made one positively conspicuous. 
And if you really wish to gaze upon 
the figure of a perfectly dressed 1927 
Englishman, close your eyes: imagine 
the bright sunshine of Ascot, picture 
a gray top hat, beneath it a very wide 
butterfly collar, and a gray stock, a 
peach-colored carnation, a _pearl-col- 
ored waistcoat, a morning coat very 
long in the tails, and trousers rather 
coarsely striped and still very wide 
at the knees. Add to the picture a 
pair of patent leather boots with spats 
“let in,” and it is complete. 

As for the women’s dresses at Ascot 
—well, it was a matter of picture hats 
and longer skirts, very much longer, 
sometimes reaching almost to the 
ankle. 


~ the sporting department of life, 
we have had more than our share 
of thrills. ‘The greatest was a tennis 
thrill, when sixteen-year-old Betty 
Nuthall brought down the house—or 
rather, the sky—by beating Mrs. Mal- 
lory in the most astounding game it 
has ever been our privilege to wit- 
ness. It was an unforgettable scene 
—this little girl dancing out on to 
the courts before a vast audience, bad- 
ly losing the first set, suddenly pulling 
herself together and winning the next 
set 6—2, and in the final set leaping 
and jumping like a kitten, hitting the 
ball with absolutely unerring skill, 
moving so quickly that one could hard- 
ly follow her, and winning the final 
set 6—0. The cheer that went up 
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S it modern, up-to-date, 
sophisticated? .. Has it 
the quiet, the air of good 
taste, the POISE that so 
many seek and so few 


find? . 


Perhaps you’re one of the 
few who may be interested 


in THE DRAKE! 
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440 PARK AVE 
AT 56th ST. 


2 to 7 rooms, unfurnish- 
ed and furnished, with 
serving pantries, $2500 
up, including maid ser- 
vice... Furnished Suites 


by Callingham - Lloyd. 
ALFRED C. RAY, Manager 
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from British throats on that occasion 
should once and for all dispel the gen- 
eral legend of British immobility. 

Have you taken to greyhound racing 
in America? We have, over here, with 
a vengeance. It sounds a rather tame 
sort of sport, but it is really violently 
exciting. When the signal for the 
start is given, the hare (which is, of 
course, an electric dummy) comes 
gliding out of its tunnel, fifty yard: 
away from the dogs’ cages. By the 
time it passes the cages it has already 
picked up a speed of between forty 
and fifty miles an hour. Then out 
leap the dogs, and the fun begins. Ex- 
perienced dogs adopt all sorts of cun- 
ning devices, maneuvering for the 
rails, and cutting corners, while 
novices pant round in a more or less 
direct sweep. “They never catch the 
hare, which retires at the end of its 
ordeal to its tunnel, and is brought to 
rest by powerful brakes. It sounds 
very stereotyped and dull, but the ex- 
cited crowds who cheer themselves 
hoarse at Shepherd’s Bush are the best 
proof of its excitement. 


OU will have a shock if you come 

to London after one or two years’ 
absence, and some of us would guess 
that it will be an unpleasant shock. 
Devonshire House, of course, has gone, 
and a vast pile of flats towers over 
Piccadilly. ‘The last stately pillars of 
Grosvenor House in Park Lane are 
about to fall—pillars in whose shad- 
ows some of the most august flirtations 
in Europe were solemnly conducted in 
pre-war days, flirtations which might 
affect the destinies of nations. Yet 
another pile of flats is about to rise 
on those outraged foundations. 


As for Regent Street—‘“the first 
street in the Empire”—the less said 
jabout that the better. “Two days ago 
iI stood in the high offices of a great 
‘building i in Regent Street, waiting for 
the King and Queen to drive down in 
state. The street was massed with 
people, the houses were gay with bunt- 
ing; it was roses, roses all the way. 
Then they came, with their prancing 
horses—the King raising his hat, the 
Queen bowing graciously, and the 
cheers were loud and strong. Yet did 
I wish that they were even stronger— 
as strong as those cheers that brought 
about the fall of Jericho. For the 
architecture of the new Regent Street 
is of an incredible stolidity and ugli- 
ness, which can only be matched in 
modern Berlin. And that is a great 
deal for any Englishman to admit. 


—B.N. 
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FAULTLESS appoint- 
ments, irreproachable 
service, and a location 
touching the shopping 
and residential sections 
and overlooking the 
broad green acres of 
Central Park, — these 
will give The Savoy- 
Plaza its particular 
charm. 


De Luxe Suites may 
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Fine specimen of old 
“Cigar Store Indian” 
which now stands in 
front of Six East 
Forty - Fifth Street. 


A New 


Service 


OR THOSE who find it inconvenient to 
visit our establishment we have pre- 
pared, and will send upon request, a 
beautiful booklet printed in several 
colors, featuring the products of 
our own importation. It illus- 
trates—in addition to sixty- 
six styles of pipes—cig- 
arettes, cigars, tobac- 
cos and other of 
Our specialties. 










BLUE 
BAR 
PIPE 


Hand- hewn from 
the world’s tough- 
est, most beautifully 

rained roots—seasoned 
great age to the con- 
noisseur’s taste. Finer pipes 
cannot be made. 


A very 
superior 
selety razor ; 
withareal hollow- 
ground blade. The 
unique sharpening de- 
vice comprises stone as 
well as leather. Its blade is 
guaranteed by the manufacturer, in writ- 
ing, to last five years. 
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Great care will be given to orders received 
through the mail and we will ship carriage 
prepaid to any part of the United States. 


MM IMPORTING CO. 


6 East 45th Street Dept.L ' New York 














AVAILABLE! 


Apartments of one room 
and bath — or more — 
Furnished or Unfurnished 


Inspection Invited 


Mant oir “House, 


610 Park Ave., at 65th St., NewYork 


Edward H. Crandall 
President 








RECENT 
BOOKS 


Stranger Than Fiction— 
Love Among the Metho- 
dists—Old and New 


Favorites 


F Mrs. Ethelreda 

Lewis had not 
over-exercised her 
woman’s privilege 
of changing her 
mind, we should in 
all probability have 
lost one of the strangest and most or- 
‘ginal books of modern times. “Trader 
Horn” owes its existence to the fact 
chat Mrs. Lewis refused to buy a 
gridiron or a toasting fork from Al- 
fred Aloysius Horn. ‘The old ped- 
dler’s polite acceptance of her refusal 
caused her to call him back and say 
that she “could do with a new grid- 
iron.” But it was something more 
than kitchen utensils which she was to 
get from him. 

Alfred Aloysius Horn began to tell 
her his adventures and soon she had 
him bringing in the chapters of this 
book as he wrote them, talking them 
over with her, and thus composing this 
curious work. ‘The chapters, in his 
own style and spelling are given, fol- 
lowed by a specimen of the ensuing 
conversation. It is as if one were 
listening to the talk of an Elizabethan 
rover, an adventurer of the heroic age 
of exploration. 


Horn is a Lancashire Catholic who 
went off to the Ivory Coast fifty years 
ago, at the age of eighteen. ‘This is 
the way he accounts for his middle 
name: “Tis a saint’s name. It’s our 
custom to give a lad two names. One 
to make his way through life with and 
the other to be bugled out when he 
knocks at Heaven’s gate. ‘That'll be 
the end of my travels. Unless there’s 
room for roamers there too. One can 
always hope there’s some forethought 
for human nature, be it Heaven or 
Hell. A feller that’s been a pros- 
pector, always with his eye somewhere 
else than what he’s standing on, won’t 
be too agreeably placed on_ those 
golden floors they speak of.” 


HE man was more than a mere 
trader in ivory; he was a hunter 
himself, and a passionate friend of 
wild nature. Hear him explain how he 
equipped himself for the ivory hunt— 
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RITZ 
TOWER 


Park Avenue 
at 57th Street 


2 Room apartments 
average $4200 


3 Room apartments 
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And larger suites 
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he never did things by halves: “Egbo, 
Ma’am? I’ve been blood-brother to 
cannibals. No need to say been, I still 
am. Nothing destroys the bond but 
death. Cannibals? The most moral 
race on earth. The women chaste 
and the men faithful. Ive lived 
amongst them like a brother, a young 
lad clean and safe. Safer than what 
he’d a’ been in London. The rite of 
egbo’s a safer accomplishment than 
French—when you’re hunting ivory.” 
He treasured his native lore more 
highly than he did the learning which 
he acquired at St. Edward’s College, 
Liverpool, although remnants of his 
literary education come quaintly back 
to guide him in this last adventure into 
authorship. 

Trader Horn really deserves a more 
picturesque title, for trade and com- 
merce were always the youngest of 
his cares. His philosophy is that of 
the rover: “If only there was some- 
thing at the end of life that isn’t phil- 
anthropy. Something that, when a 
man’s mapped out a wild river in can- 
nibal country, itll not be overlooked 
in the latter end, nor his record 
smothered under black philanthropy. 
.. . There’s no denying that Death 
does his best for the sailors. ‘There’s 
less than half of them die in their 
beds. The undertakers’ll never en- 
courage a man to goto sea. ‘The sea’s 
the sailor’s home, and it’s there he’ll 
be found on the ultimate day.” 


HE variety of Trader Horn’s ex- 

periences and the artless weirdness 
of his story make the book as difficult 
to describe as it is fascinating. Even if 
one must take with a grain of salt the 
Rider Haggard romance of the white 
woman who was a goddess in Isorga, 
one feels that the incident ought to be 
true, for it is scarcely more surprising 
than most of the other adventures 
which make up the life of the author. 
One does not think of Horn as an 
author, however, but as a talker, a 
character, a figure out of the legendary 
ige of high adventure. ‘To him the 
jungle and its denizens, human and 
animal, are not what they seem to 
other men. For example: 

‘As we passed the big sandbars huge 
crocodiles slipped into the water from 
the banks on which they had lain 
mouth open whilst the tick birds picked 
their teeth free from insects, etc. 


Hippos were numerous, while water- 
fowl, herons, egrets and many other 
birds were busy feeding on the fish 
that come yearly in great numbers 
Irom the sea to spawn. 


The croco- 
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A BURDEN MADE LIGHT 


A WITTY WOMAN 
said, Gifts weigh like mountains on 
a sensitive heart. Well, they are not so 
burdensome if you allow a member of our 
staff to help you select from this notable 
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stock of gifts for men 


Our Sportsman’s Book of Events, sent on request, 


features gifts for men 
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“WQU@DPS DEARIE!” 


A NOVEL ABOUT THE WHOOPS SISTERS 


With 45 NEW ILLUSTRATIONS 


Simon & SCHUSTER wEW YORK 
37 West 57th St. 
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Publishers 














A Boarding 
K School for boys, 

emphasizing 
character building, sound scholarship, physica! 
development. 20th year. On Post Road, 22 
miles from N. Y. City. Address H. J. KuGE1, 
Prin., Harrison (Westchester Co.), New 
York. 








Dignified and lucrative business connection 
with exclusive theatrical organization is 
open to women and men of established so- 
cial standing to procure season member- 
ships. Attractive commission. 

Apply Room 2717 
70 East 45th Street New York City 
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SMART NEW CADILLACS 
BY THE HOUR 


For shopping, the theater, a 
pleasure drive, the country club, 
the beach, the track or a trip— 
35 incomparable mew private 
Cadillacs tended by expert and 
courteous uniformed  chauf- 
feurs! 

To any club within 15 miles and 


return, 5 hours, $15; within 25 
miles, 6 hours, $20. 


WEEK DAYS ONLY 
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diles grow to a tremendous size, and 
I measured some of them, especially 
one who often could be seen on the 
long sandbank. From the tip of his 
tail mark on the sand to his nose he 
easily measured over thirty-three feet, 
was olive-green in color to dark mud 
green, whilst his jaws were crooked 
so as to give him a fine hold on any 
animal he once closed them on. No 
one had ever bothered him, and I have 
often passed him at less than ten-foot 
distance. He would then walk leisure- 
ly to the water’s edge and would slip 
into the river quite unconcernedly.” 


NLY Horn could speak of a lion 

as being “dainty, too, like a lady 
over his food. It’s only certain por- 
tions he’ll tolerate. The hyena now’ll 
not leave two bootsfull of his kill, 
nor of anybody else’s kill. He’s a 
coarse feller, no death’s bad enough 
for him.” 

At times his prose rises to the level 
of fine writing, as in this descrip- 
tion of a temple: “What about that 
one up the river I told you of where 
Tom and I used to go for a bit of rest 
from the gold? Take a bit of grub 
and our rifles—you had to be careful 
in those days, when lions were jump- 
ing about in bunches. Sheba’s coun- 
try, I’ve heard it called. And some 
call it the Watch Walls of the Dead. 
Any amount of graves up there. 
Graves of the gold-seekers, that’s 
what they are. And the quaggas cried 
from the walls and played up and 
down the stairway with their little 
hoofs echoing. Fierce creatures, but 
they like to sleep safe from the lions. 
Funny echoes there—what with one 
thing and another. And nothing but 
the silence to listen to them and shout 
back to them.” 


N the form of fiction, Marie Con- 
way Oemler’s “The Holy Lover” 
deals with the story of John Wesley’s 
three years in Georgia, when he fell in 
love with Sophy Hopkey, the niece of 
the wife of one of Oglethorpe’s mag- 
istrates. 

The pious John, the chronicle 
relates, pursued the girl with his at- 
tentions and his jealousy, but he was 
too much concerned about his own soul 
to marry her. When she married an- 
other man, he revenged himself by 
persecuting her. He accused her of 
immorality, followed her, forced him- 
self upon her, banned her from holy 
communion. Her husband sued Wes- 
ley for damages and the latter was in- 
dicted at Savannah, but he took his 
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y¥ Beauty Hints of 
Angela Varona 


Varona Skin 
Food, patted well 
into the skin be- 
fore retiring, helps 
to prevent wrin- 
kles. Ideal for 
nourishing the tissues and improv- 
ing the skin texture. 


$l. $2. $3. $6. 


Varona Toilet Preparations on sale at such 
New York City stores as Bonwit Teller & 
Co., Franklin Simon & Co., Lord & Taylor, 
Stern Bros., and John Wanamaker’s. If 



















No. 1—To 
Prevent 


Wrinkles 











you cannot purchase them at your favorite 
shop, order direct from us. Booklet on 
request. 


ANGELA VARONA 


22 East 55th Street, New York 
Appointments: Plaza 8822, 4056 
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} The THAYER WEST POINT 





On the U.S. Military Reservation 


WEST POINT, N. Y. 


On the Beautiful Storm King Highway 


cA New, Modern, Fireproof Hotel 
American and European Plan 
NOW OPEN 
225 Rooms Grill 
Excellent Cuisine 
Golf, Horseback, All Outdoor 
Sports and Military Activities. 
Operated by 


HOTEL CORPORATION 


JOHN F. SANDERSON 
President and Managing Director 


GEORGE S. KROM, Resident Mgr. 



































Cool, crisp air, purple moun- 
tains and a silver lake; hunt- 
ing, fishing, boating, swim- 
ming — and meals that 
make you stay an ex- 
tra week. The bill? 
It’s really very small. 

Send for Booklet C 
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Village of Tyson, Vermont 
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realizing the necessity of correct knowl- 
edge of the use and application of pure, 
invigorating and stimulating creams and 
lotions, cordially invites the smart New 
Yorker to accept free consultations at 
her institut de beaute. 
Facial Treatments 
Muscle Manipulation 
Expect Chin Reducing 


ANNE GERARDE 
Five East Fifty-Seventh Street Plaza 8640 


Preparations also for sale at 


PARK % TILFORD’S 
57th and 37th Street Stores 




















“I say, Wilmer, golf’s not 
your game. You should take up 
hunting.” 


“Fed up with hunting, ol’ 
berry. For years every time I 
go to the theatre.” 


“Well, give that up too, and 
go after rabbits. As for theatre 
seats, snag ’em at the first stop 
like a man. Bascom just above 
44th, you know. . . .” 


And branches at The Bilt- 
more, Vanderbilt, Ambassa- 
dor, Plaza, Astor, Belmont, 
Commodore, Murray Hill, 
Imperial and Williams Club. 














departure for England before the case 
was brought to trial. 


N the fiction department two old 
favorites have arrived and one fa- 
vorite newcomer. The former are no 
less personages than Arséne Lupin and 
Sherlock Holmes. “Arséne Lupin: 
Super-sleuth” shows Maurice Leblanc 
still capable of providing his mystery 
man with such adventures as console 
his devotees. Conan Doyle is rather 
apologetic about the resuscitation of 
Sherlock Holmes and Watson, but ap- 
parently has no idea that this attitude 
would be more appropriate to the at- 
tempts in “The Adventure of Three 
Gables” to reproduce the speech of a 
negro. However, “The Case Book of 
Sherlock Holmes,” if it does not re- 
cover the raptures of thirty-six years 
ago, when Conan Doyle invented this 
character, presents a series of eminent- 
ly readable stories of his minor ex- 
ploits. 


HE favorite newcomer is “Dunt 
Esk!!” by Milt Gross, in which 
that astounding combination of ob- 
servation and phonetics continues to 
crystallize in humor. Poppa and 
Momma Feitelbaum, Looy and Nize 
Baby are all here and, as the jacket de- 
clares in the correct dialect, “anodder 
scrimm from leffter eez ‘Dunt Esk’.” 
—ALCESTE 
e 


DOWN-TOWN LYRICS 


SUMMER 


“Sumer is y-comen in”— _ 
Bask on Bowling Green, 
Stroll beside the City Hall, 


Snooze a bit between. 


Promenade the Battery, 
Amble out-of-doors, 
Eat your lunch on ferry boats, 
Hunt for trees, and shed your coats, 
Cool yourself with chocolate floats, 
Stare at all the stores. 


“Sumer is y-comen in”— 
Smell the gasoline; 
Saunter from the City Hall 
Back to Bowling Green. 
—Burke Boyce 


COMPANION—Part time for a young 
man slightly handicapped. Must be able 
to swim, dance, play tennis and promote 
social contacts—Daytona (Fla.) News 
Journal. 


We are waiting till this party has a 





full-time job for someone with all his 
faculties. 


67 hy 
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Tue rooms at Park Lane are of such 
large size as to enable unusually effective 
decoration—yet rentals are moderate. 
2 to 6 rooms from $2940, including 
complete personal service. 

Apartments Unfurnished or Furnished 


— BA Pine | 


299 PARK AVENUE 
NEW YORK CITY 
Q CharlesWilson, Managing Director fe 













THE ITALIAN GARDEN 
is a little bit of Eden— 
a paradise of fair women, 
fountains, foliage and 
flowers — smart for 
luncheon, sylvan for 
tea, select for dinner. 
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LUNCHEON 
TEA 
SUPPER 
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Ambassador 


PARK AVENUE AT 5ist STREET 
NEW YORK 
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Some men spend almost as much time seated at a Directors’ Table as 

they do at their own desks, and occasionally you will find one who 

a it serve as his desk. The illustration shows one of our numerous 
tables, a Modified Italian design of great beauty and distinction. 


O those who are accustomed to 

paying high prices for furniture 
that goes into their homes, the cost 
of a fine desk comes as a welcome 
surprise. It would prove a source of 
unusual interest to lovers of beautiful 
furniture to visit our showrooms and 
see how many different styles and 
period designs of desks there are—and 
how reasonably even the stateliest 


may be purchased. 


| The WILLIAM F. WHOLEY CO. dic 


EQUIPMENT SPECIALISTS 


ll East 36% Street - - - - - - New York City 
Telephone Caledonia 9810 











“More than the sale of mcrchandise—a Service in the Fitness of Things” 
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JULY 16, 1927 BLANCHARD PRESS 
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nd you might as well give in 


If you truly love adventure ee rere| if you enjoy the tang of salt sea air—sooner or 
Kes D later you'll start longing for a seaworthy motor cruiser. E~aax; And when that 

happens you might as well give in. pare Think of being able to step into an Elco 
Cruiser and to sail far away from the hot, dusty, crowded places on shore! Think of being able to go where you 
please and to do as you please enor} all summer long! jabra Such a vacation will put new fire in your eye 
patho a new song in your heart. Come and try it. Eatoeay Write for Eleo Pamphlet NY and start planning now 




















The Elco Twenty-six Foot Cruiser illustrated above is a real“ Home Afloat,” with a well-equipped galley and 
comfortable berths for a party of four. Safe... seaworthy... reliable. Price only $2,450 f.o.b. Bayonne, N. J. 





1892-- STANDARDIZED CRUISERS.-- 1927 


PORT ELCO —T- 247 PARK AVENUE, AT 46th ST., NEW YORK CITY ~~ SALES OFFICE AND MOTOR BOAT EXHIBIT 
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amels—created for enjoyment 


THE people of this modern age are the 
busiest workers of all time. But they are 
wise enough to seek relaxation, and they 
place Camel first among cigarettes. 

For Camel is the modern word for en- 
joyment. In your work and in your play, 
through busy days or restful evenings, 
Camel will answer your every mood. 

The world’s largest tobacco organiza- 
tion secures the best of everything for 
The choicest tobaccos 


Camels. grown. 


2. 








Such blending as you never dreamed of 
for enhancing the taste of fragrant to- 
baccos. And through it all a skill and 
sureness in producing the world’s best. 

Modern smokers are the hardest to 
please ever known. And they find their 
favorite in Camel. No other cigarette in 
any age was ever so popular as Camel is 
today. Your supreme tobacco pleasure is 
waiting for you here. 


**Have a Camel!’’ 


REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, WINSTON-SALEM, N.C. 














